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THE 


PREFACE. 


of that charitable ' and 
courteous Author, who, 
for the common Benefit 
of his Fellow-Creatures, 
introduc'd the ingenious 
12 | Way of Miſcellaneous wri- 

27. Wk ting! It has diſclos'd thoſe 

2 EN various Seeds of Wit, 
— Which lay ſuppreſs'd in 
any a Boſom; and has rear'd numberleſs Con- 
eits and curious Fancies, which the natural Rude- 
oſs and Aſperity of their native Soil wou'd have 
ith-held, or at leaſt not have permitted to riſe 
bove the Ground. From every Field, from every 
ledge or Hillock, we 'now gather as delicious 
tuits and flagrant Flowers, as of old from the 


cheſt and beſt cultivated Gardens, 
43: The 


* 


3 


El of Shaftesberry's Characteriſticks. Vol. "7 


2 


Fl Publiſhers of this Miſcellany have the P 
= Sku eng Country, and particularly this- good 
, With a variety of Poems, that had either neve 
compos'd, or never ſeen the Light without it, The 
e indead ſeveral Performances ſcattered throughout thi 
Fen that have” formerly appear d in print, and wo 
ave got no Place here, if the Nature of a Miſcellany 
bad not requir'd their Preſence, or if People cou'd h 
bad the Patience to peruſe them With all the Diſadvan 
tages that bad Paper and Types afforded elſewher: 
Moſt of the Pieces that are new, or aere never 5 
before, have the initial Letter of their Author's Nam 
ſubſcribed to them, as they were convey'd to us. M. 
don't pretend to know every one whoſe Productions ant 
bave judg'd toleralle, and worthy of- Place in this Ce 
laction. But, if ve gueſs right, the beſt of em are don 
by young People, at School or College, T his. we reckon 
is ſo far from being a reproach to the Mfiſceflany, tha 
it ſb:u'd recommend it, and gius 4 proviiſing Idea of 0 
riſing Generation. And we own t, we have ventur dt 
putliſh ſeveral juvenile Poems, where the Dawings 9 
a god Cenius appear d, merely to encourage the Author 
and raiſe 'a generous Emulation amoneſt their Compani 
on. Perbaps our Fondneſs to cheriſh the ſprightly Youth 
has occaſion'd ſome Blunders. here and there in this Vo 
lame, which we wou'd not have indulg d in the Per 
mances of more grown People, Yet, we are confident 
#here are fewer Faults in their Produfions, than m 
be found in the Poems formevly printed in the Scot 
Miſcellany and cther Papers, prbl-ſh'd by Merof Cl 
yatter. As forthe LaD1tks, who have generouſly con 
tributed to make wp this Work, ue ave proud to dei dam 
that, tho they have ſent us fewv of their Compoſures, the 
have ſent nothing that is reſuſe. And therefore, while 
ave publickly thank them ſer the Aſſiſtance already receiv d 
| a 


The Preface. 
beg they will continue to ſhine like the 
ellations amm Luminaries of 2 


Poems they baue been pleas'd to — 1 With for p 
lick 99. And <ve preſume the jons R rs. of. 


ore to beſpangle the ſecond Volume, © . 
Tho' the ſnarling Part of Mankind may eafely find 
atter to work on here; tho they may cenſure, very 
iy, 4 = many Poems taken ſeparately ; yet there 
re alſo Pieces againſt which Malice it. ſelf can find ns 
xception, for the ſake of which the reſt may be allowed 
o paſs Scot-free (to uſe our own Idicm) in 1 42 7.4 
his Sort. If the Refuſe were judiciouſly ſeparated 

he good Stuff, in many Engliſh Collections of Poetry, 


But tis not our Deſign to curry Favour to our ſelves, of 
o obviate the Objeftions that may be rais'd againſt the. 


lowing Miſcellany, from a Plea of Error in the Un- 
's of crtakings and Performances of others. As whe. are . 
ore 10:45 of the Integrity and Generoſity of our Endeavuours 
anior the Honour of our Ceuntry and the Improvement of the 
tut h, ſo eve dread not the Fury 17 thoſe who think tis 
Voarr0d:ſh and witty to Cenſure. We reckon cue are ſecure 


nough againſt the Aims of Envy, yet freely allow others 
o think and ſpeak as they pleaſe concerning Poetry and 
his particular Collection: T ho' wwe can't help putting 
he Readers in mind, that ſince they are not ſolemnly in- 
ted to the Entertainment,” but cume accidentally, they 
ught to be contented with what they find. And pray 
hat have they to complain of, but too great rw. 
re, tho" ſome of the Diſhes (as a certain Aut 

rites) be not ſerved in the exatieſt Order and Polite- 
eſs, but haſh'd up in haſte, there are a great many ac- 
r commodated 


* 
* 2 


zighter Cow ⸗ 
— dAfpeth 
be reſt of that delicate 8 E x, will excuſe ns, tho we. 
icularly thank the Fair Intellettual⸗Club for #tSe 


heir Performances will allow us to mtyeat them to fend | 


e wou'd have fever, at leaſt leſs bulky ones at preſents 


— 45 160 * f 
d r 
* | 


iv. The Preface. 
.. commodated to every particular Palate. To like 
I thing ſhows too little Delicacy ; and to like nothing, 

much Difficulty. So great is the Variety of this Col 

lection, that the Reader who is never pleaſed will. 
pear as monſtrous, as he that is always ſa. Amon 
ſuch different Hands and Arguments it cannot be expe 
ed that they ſhould all be equally finiſhed ; neither, if th 

Were ſo, Wwou'd they be ſo eſteem d by Readers of different 

Palates. The worſt Poem here may pleaſe ſomebody. Ti 

eaſe every one wou'd be a new thing, as to write t 

wobody's Satisfaction wou'd alſo be prodigecus. And the { 
ſame Poem that pleaſes not a Reader's Humour and Taft 

at one time, may at another. 


Me ſhall conclude, when we have advis'd the Reader 
to paſs over what ſuits not their Humour, ſince the ſhort | 
meſs of the Poems and their various Sul jects cannot but O 
afford ſomething in one Place or another of the Volume Cel; 
that may be entertaining. Our Book-ſeller deſires 2 
uld add, that, ſince there are none of our own Com Th 
ure here, the ſecond Volume (which may ſucceed thi 1 
very ſoon ſpall contain à cor ſideralle Number of them. Fl a v 
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On the Kinc of Fairy. 


PON a time the Fairy Elves, 
Having firſt arrayed themſelves, 
They thought it meet to cloath their Kings 


Robes moſt fit for Revelling. 


e had a Cobweb-Shirt, more thin 

han ever Spider fince could ſpin ; 
each'd in the Whiteneſs of the Snow, 
hen Northren Winds outrageous blow: 


ud, in that vaſt and open Air, 
o Shirt is half Fine or Fair. 


—— 
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2 The Edinburgh Miſcelay ; 
A rich Waiſt-Coat they did him bring, 


At which the Elfe began to fret, 


So paſſing light that it would move, 


<p 


Made of the Trout-Flie's golden Wing, 
Dy'd Crimſon in 4 Maiden's Blu, 

And lin'd with humming Bees ſoft Pluſh. - 
And ſware, Twould caſt him in a Sweat, 


He, for his Coolneſs, needs would wear 
A Waiſt-Coat made of Downy Hair, 
New taken from an Eunuch's Chin ; 

It pleas'd him well, 'twas wondrous thin. 


His Hat was all of Ladies Love, 


If any Gnat or humming Fly 
But beat the Air in pafling by. 


| he! 

About it went a Wreath of Pearl, ; Wh 

Dropt from the Eycs of ſome poor Girl, ; e 

Pinched, becauſe ſhe had forgot * 

To leave clean Water in the Pot. 

| ; er \ 

His Breeches and his Caſſock were Inv 

Made of the Tinſel Garſummer : hen 

Down by its Seam there went a Lace Had 

Drawn by an unctuous Snail's low Pace. , 
er 

Of 


22 7 


„ 
cr. 
- * 


Or, a Colleftion of Poemi, xe. 
On the Qu x x. 

TO ſooner was their King attyr'd, 
As never. Prince had been: 


But, as in Duty was requir'd, 
They next array their Queen. 


Df ſhining Threed, ſhut from the 1 
And twiſted into Line, 

the light Wheel of Fortune ſpun, 

Was made her Smock ſo fine. 


er Gown a” very colour'd fait, 
The Rain-bow gave the Dip; 
perfumed by an Amber-Air, 


Breath'd from a Virgin's Lip. 


LI 
4 
o 


he Stuff was of a Morning-dawn, 
Wnen Phabus did but peep, 

zut by a Poet's Pencil drawn 

In Cloris Lap aſleep. 


er Vail was white and pale-fac'd-by, 
Invented by a Maid, 


hen ſhe (poor Soul) by ſome bad Spy 
Had newly been betray'd. 


er Necklace was of ſubtile Tye 
Of glorious Attoms, ſet 


the pure black of Beauty's Eye, 
As they had been in jet. | 


A2 N 


SY 


LE 


77, Edinburgh Miſcelany: 


The Revels ended, the put off, 
Becauſe her Grace was warm : 


She fann'd her with a Lady's Scoff, 
And ſo ſhe took no A 
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EELEA' Ss 
Country-Houſe and Cloſet. 


By Sir George Mackenzie of Roſehaugh, Advoc 
zo X. Charles II. and X. James VII. 


[ The Author invokes FRIENDSHIP as bis Muſe J 


a 1 Sing no Triumphs, nor ſuch empty Things, 
'Tis ſolid Friendſhip gives me Theme and Wing 

Friendſhip ! that wiſer Rival of vain Love, 
Which does more firm, tho“ not ſo fiery prove; 

| My Subject, thou the Muſe whom I invoke, 
Fire thou my Breaſt, but fire it without Smoke: 
If thou my Thoughts wilt ripen with thy Rays, 
Around my Brows ſhall ſpring immortal Bays. 
Vogil himſelf hath of me no ſuch Odds, 

A Friendſhip, of his Caſo and his Gods: 


Her Shoes were all of Maiden-Heads, | rien 
So paſſing chin and light, nd 
; That all her Care was how ſhe treads; ll r 
q A Thought had burſt them quite. bo\ 
| can 


— — i — — — — —_—_— 
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Or, 4 Colleftion of Poems, &c, 1 
tiendſhip's as ſtrong, tho” rarer than of old. 
nd does like Fire in Water grow more cold. 

I riſe, I'll riſe then, by a tow'ring Flight 

bove my own, tho' far below its Height: 

can my Thoughts, but cannot raiſe my Theme, 
here's too much Merit in her charming Name: 

s Warmth doth Flow'rs, ſo Beauty ripens Wit, 

nd makes Men think what's High, and ſay what's Fit 
et, gentle Muſe, let not thy Zeal conſpire, 

Vith Celia's Eyes, to ſer the World on Fire, 

eſt her Adorer thou her Victim turn: 

\ Poct's Flame ſhould warm, but ſhould not burn. 


[ The PALACE. } 


UP? ON a Plain, where nothing bounds the Eye 
ut what could pleaſe without Variety, 

Palace, on a ſmall Aſcent, doth ſtand, 

nd views thoſe Vallies which it doth command ; 
ong Rows of Orange-trees upon each Side, 

he wond'ring Eye to that great Palace guide: 
erwixt which Rows, moſt pleaſant Ponds they ſee, 
hich with the Avenue in Length agree. 

tune with's Trident on the Brink doth ſtand, 
rouder thoſe, than the Ocean to command : 

laucus his Galates does admire, F 
nd in cool Waters feeds his ſcorching Fire; ; 
ut whilſt he Angles in thoſe pleaſant Lakes, 1 
le's more a Captive than the Fiſh he takes. 4 
4 3 Two 


4 
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6 De Edinburgh Miſcelany : :- 
Two little Cupids, with a trembling Hand, 
Cover their Ears, left Triton, who does ſtand 
Sounding his ſhelly Trumpet, ſhould them. wound ; 
For nothing more, than Noiſe does Love confound, 
Over thoſe Ponds, th' inclining Trees do look, 
Making a Mirror of the glaſſy Brook: 

Thoſe fleecy Clouds, the Bottles of the Rain 
Beger their Likeneſs on the wat'ry Plain. 

The dazling Sun baths there his ſcorching Beams, 
As if he waſh'd his Spots in thoſe pure Streams. 


Here our Aztipodes our Fancy ſees, 

And Fiſhes ſeem to neſtle in the Trees : 

Whilſt others of them ſwim upon the Sky, 

And Birds, at once, here and above do fly : 

Their Surface does, as pav'd with criſtal Show, 
Whilſt we ſee curious Landskips drawn below. 

But when thoſe Waters ſhew their Lady's Face, 
The World can boaſt of no ſuch Picture-Caſe. 
There, Pleaſure docs the Swans and Wild-Ducks tan 
Who, on their Beds of Down, rcſt in the Stream: 
The ſcaly Flocks dance in the yielding Deep, | 
And with the warbling Birds che Cadence keep; 
Like Beams lanc't from the Sun, themſelves they d 
So ſwift, that they appear in ev'ry Part. 


Ce WOOD. 1 


A Woo p does Warm or Sliade its either Side, 
In which the Trees do riſe with equal Pride, 


wander thoſe whom Love hath led aſtray; 
her they ſhun they ſtill find in their Way: 
him whoſe Heart this conqu'ring Paſſion wears, 
h Hill, each Tree, the charming Image bears, 

d as with ev'ry Thing we ſtill ſee Light, 
whatſoc'er we ſee, ſhe's ſtill in Sight: 

h Tree's a Cage and Conſort, where we heat 
w Liberty the very Birds does chear: * 

not the Spring does .them to Singing move, 
they do Sing becauſe they're then in Love: 

e on Gray-Hairs a blooming Youth can bring; 
Love is Nature's Muſick, Youth the Spring: 

e Youth 'tis Gay, it like to Muſick charms, 

d, like the Spring, from Rigidneſs it warms. 
thoſe ſweet Fields, the happy- Shepherds play, 

d, by their Looks, ſpeak more than we can ſay; 
Thought nor Face needs here a cheating Dreſs, 
at true Love thinks, kind Nature does expreſs : 
how they Laugh at Favours bought and fold, 
d ſcorn the Triumphs of bewitching Gold ! 

y no edg'd Tool, their friendly Boughs invade, 
nich eager Raptures of charm'd Lovers Shade! 


ind, 


[Hr FATHER's STATUE.) 


BOY 8s the Gate, her Father's Statue ſtands, 
oſe Actions did exceed his great Commands, 
| Whoſe 


le, 


, 


or, a Collection of Poems, &. 7 
to the Heavens, like Arms, their Branches ſpread, 
thank thoſe for the Rain by which they're fed. 


oe 2 1 
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8 The Edinburgh Miſtelany : - 
Whaſe Friendſhip, like his Wit, was juſt and: Ave 
He: would not do, nor could he ſuffer Wrong: 
In War, like Fire which ſpacious Farreſts burns, 
And make great Waſtes, where e'er its Fury turnt 
In Peace he, Angel-like, Reſpect did draw, 

By Merit, and by Love, kept Men in Awe, 
Courage did to his Reaſon give an Edge, 

And Rcaſon ſmooth'd what Courage had of Rage 
His Courage thus was Wiſe, his Reaſon Bald, Mere 
This cool'd its Heat, that warm'd what was too 


” 


Cn. GARDENS. } 


'$PREAD to the Eaſt, embroider'd Gardens Fro 
O'er' which the Sun looks with a fruitful Eye, 
As his ſweet Offspring, and ſeems to be vain, , 
That glorious S:lomon and all his Train 
Were, by the greateſt Maſter, thought out-done 
By thoſe Robes he had for the Lillies ſpun. . 
Here he doth all his Morning Bluſhes place 
| Upon a Roſe's, or a Tulip's, Face; 

Whilſt others of his Rays, with pow'r, are ſent Aud 
The Pinks and fragrant July-Flow'rs to paint, Her 
And all the Whitneſs that he can exhale The 
From her fair Cheeks, he leſſen'd, does let fall Dech 
On the Narcijus ; but it here looks pale, But 
Aſham'd thus from the Origine to fail. Tt, b 
Here Labyrinths ſo pleaſe, that we may doubt The 
If Art or Pleaſure hinder getting out. That 


Or, 4 Cole ion of Poems, Wc. 
Fountain-Nymph darts Water up on big, 
nd from the Centre dath the Garden ſpy, 
hich doth with Eden in all Things agree, 
zave that its MiſtreG will not tempted be. 


CA ARTIFICIAL ROCK. ] 


Sy E here an artificial Rock hath rais'd, 

By which, ev'n whilſt we're cheated, we are plear'd : 
Here Nature's equal'd, future Art defy'd; 

No Lady's. Glaſs could have more juſtly ly d. ? 
Here, do the Melancholy Pleaſure find, 
And Print their Thoughts upon the maſſy Rind: 
From this the bearded. Streams do fall from high, - 
And as they bruiſed were, they Roar and Cry. 

In other Rocks, well busk'd with Trees, Birds neſt, 
Some Court, ſome Sing, ſome Bly, and ſome: few Reſt, 


| ; 
[A MULTIPLYING ECHO. ] 


AN Echo ready to repeat. her Words, 
With many Mouths a ſweet Return affords ; 
: bod whit he Sings, they do in Conſort ſound, 
| Her Words ſo pleaſe her, that they all rebound, 
The balmy Morving there doth early, riſc, 
| Neck'd with the. Gloxies of the Eaſtren Sleies: 
But ſeeing far more Orient in her Face, 
It, bluſhing, does retjre to give them Place. 
The happier, Sun does, riſe in Pride and Haſte, . 
That he his. Rr may on, that Wonder Feaſt, | 
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* Her Abſence does it Ruin and Diſgrace. 
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© By which impregnate with more radiant Light, 
He in freſh Luſtre, ſoars a higher Flight: 
But from that Height, ſecing her Glories ſhine, 
He bows in Homage, haſting to decline ; 
. And to the other World does wiſely run, 
0 great a Rival of his Light to ſhun. 


(The PRaArsz of «COUNTRY L17211 


o happy Country Life, pure like their Air, 
Free from the Rage of Pride, the Pangs of Care, 
Here happy Souls ly bath'd in ſoft Content, 

And are at once Secure and Innocent : 
No Paſſion here but Love; here is no Wound 


But that by which Lovers their Names confound her 
On Barks of Trees; whilſt with a ſmiling Face dt lil 
They ſee how theſe kind Letters ſtill embrace. dm ] 

criſt. 


Here the kind Myrtles their ſweet Branches ſpread 
And ſure no Laurel caſt ſo ſweet a Shade. 


Yet all theſe Country Pleaſures, without Love, 5 
Would but a dull, a tedious Priſon prove: U 1 
But oh! what Woods, Parks, Meadows, Gardens, ly Caly 
In the bleſt Circle of a Miſtreſs Eye; e Pa 
What Courts, what Camps, what Triumps do we find t 4 
In her ſweer Converſe, when ſhe will be kind ? t, Lo 
And what a dull thing ſhould this World have been, Wnt 
If charming Beauties were not to be ſeen? in ch 


For when we miſs fair cali- in this Place, 


C 


* * 
1 


or, a ColefAlion of Poems, &e. 11 * 8 


Cn. CLOSET. 1 


o find Defects, or wiſh Additions, here, 

des equally impoſſible appear. 

pm this then, to her Cloſer, T'll retire; 

r what ſhe loves we juſtly may admire : 

e Rooms Quadrangle, and the Walls do riſe 

ith ſo much Juſtneſs in their Squares and Size, 

nat two Impreſſions by the ſelf ſame Seal 

d not in all their Lines accord more well. 

in her Floor doth trample under Foot 

Glob, in rich Moſaick Marble cur : 

her Thoughts do, what that does repreſent, 
dt like us raviſh'd with it, tho“ content; 
om Heav'n, which the rich Roof does regeatinly 

, criſtal Candleſtick ſeem to be ſent. 


[Ow SAVIOUR's PICTURE.) 


UK Saviour there ſo living ſeems to be, 
Calvin could oblige to bow his Knee; 

e Painter cut ſo deep his bleeding Wounds, p 
at Art and Grief, both pleaſe us and confound $ x 
t, Lord, when I theſe Wounds thus bleeding fee, = 
1ſt conclude they bleed at Sight of me; 

in thy Death o'er-a his fatal Part ' 

10 pierc'd thy Side, for I do pierce thy Hear. 

pon his Head there ſtands a Crown of Thorns, 

ſign'd for Torture, but he it adorns ; 
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Since our Hearts break not at ſo great a Wonder, 


She waſhes now, with conſtant Tears thoſe Eyes, | 


1 3 Her roving Humour and her fatal Fire: 
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And fince for us, the Earth was curs'd with 
He bears them as the Marks of our 'Diſeaſe, 
In the Floods of his blefſed Tears, I free 
The Image of what's due to Sin and me: 
The Pencil here, like Aaron's Rod, doth ſmite 
Our rocky Hearts, and we weep with Delight: 
I fear theſe Tears the Painter here hath ſpread, 
Are far more real than the Tears we ſhed ; 


Which did the Rocks and Temple rend aſunder. 


[ The VIRGIN MARY. 1 


A well cut Criſtal, in a richer Caſe, 
Covers and Shews at once that Virgin's Face; 
Who flies, yet gets from Mankind ſuch Reſpect, WI, 


That ſeems Idolatry, or elſe Neglect. = 
C The INFANT. 1 7 

TAE Infant JE 55, looks ſo in her Arm, he 
As if the Painter had him taken Warm th 


Up from the Cradle; Art ſo deludes the Eye, o | 
That Men expect ſtill when to hear him Cry, eed: 


[MARY MAGDALEN. J od 


$a D Magdalen does here more Pity move 
Than formerly ſhe did Delight or Love: 


Which were unfortunate in Victories ; 
And in thoſe Streams, ſhe nobly makes expire 


Or, a Coleftion of Poem, &c 13 


that bleſ d 1 Do Jock hid Sink e 

er Tears, as Pearls, for Ornament her ſerve : 

he Floor now with theſe lovely Looks is ſweepty 
which, as Chains, her Gallants once ſhe kept. 
ia from this, moſt wiſely does obſerve, . 

hat whilſt we God, our Fame we likewiſe ſerve 
br to this Magdalen half Ezrope bows, 
id, with Reſpect, make and perform their Vownl 
or 1s their any can ſome Tears deny 

ing ſo many fall from her fair Eye. - 

he Book of Life gives a more laſting Name, 

ian the much toil'd for Regiſter of Fame. 


[AHERMITAGE and LANDSKIP,.) 


A reverend Hermite under an aged Oak, 

r Pity may, and Piety provoke : 

hdes his Tears, he nothing there can ſow, 

xt Herbs, for Food, do by that War'ring grow. - 
he Rocks, as melting with Compaſſiong weep; 
theſe cool Cellars he his Drink doth keep : 

o bruiſed Grape bleeds from his Cup; no Knife 
eds to preſerve his, take anothers Life: | 

o murder'd Beaſt does in his Bowels groan, 

if it did its own Death there bemoan; 

or in Revenge, Fever and Gouts do raiſe, 

ad to aſſiſt each mutinous Diſeaſe: 

Il his own Fleſh in Sacrifice is ſpent, | 

d when he Feaſts, 'tis in our hardeſt Lene. 

e in the Boſome of a Grove does fit, 

here neither Sun's, nor Envy's Rage can hie: 
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| 1 Or ſo confines his Wiſhes to his Fate? 


4 


Their ſacred Rites and Myſteries unfold. 


+ Nothing that's leſ than God ſhares in his Wone 


And Trees afford him Curtains in their Shade, 


| NI X T to her Mirror, a Death's Head takes x 


N ; God-like his Pow'r he us'd in doing Good, 
—= Leſs: careful of his own, than Subjects Blood: 


Not darken, but conceal from humane Sight: 
Whence twas in Groves the Pagans did of old 


Here, in a Soul vaſt like the ſtretcht out Sphe 
He rblls Thonghts greater than what Alas bean 


Jn whom the leaſt Thing he admires is Thune 
And whilſt his Thoughts mount on ſeraphick Wi 
He ſces the World and Fame as little Things : 
He courts not Sleep, with ſoft melodious Airs, 
Nor in benumming Wine needs drown his Cares 
The rich pil'd Graf gives him a Velvet Bed, 


What crowned Head reſts in ſuch bleſſed State, 


(4 DEATH's HEAD. ] 


That ſhews what this; this what ſhall be her Fa 
And ſure it needs great Faith to make her thi 
The Face ſhe bears, to what ſhe ſces, can fhrink: 
And it may ſeem, that when fair calia dies 
She better may, but not more lovely riſe, 


[CHARLES te FIRST. 


GRE A T chile! God's nobleſt Image among 
Whoſe Life deſerves his own moſt matchleſs Pen 
His Life was the beſt Law a King could make, 
Much Liberty he gave, but none did take. 


— 


. „ 


c 225 
Or, a Gun of Poems, Wc. 
fo Blood leſs ſacred could atone the Crimes 
thoſe rebellious and blaſphemous Times, 
bove all Martyrs in this magnified : 
hey for Religion; but it with him dy'd. 
his fixes that bleſt Race which long has ſtood x | 
reat by its own, but greater by this Blood: 
his for Reward a matchleſs Son did bring, 
v'n's only govern'd by a better King; 
d ſuch as cannot under him be free | | 
) Knaves and Fools ſhould flaves for ever be, 
d Religion fickens into Zeal by 
at holy Fever of the Common-Weal, 
this ſweet Name falſe Men their Rage 2 
d not to God, but Molech ſacrifice, 
; their Enemies paſs through a Fire, 
dey do their Offerings kindle by their Ire, 
(SENECA. ] 
E x T Charles, grave Senece does chooſe his Place; 
greateſt Preacher that e'er wanted Grace; 
ring theſe Looks, each whereof was a Law, - ” 
uch the rude World and Nero kept in Ave; 
he in's Luſt himſelf and Rome did burn, 
ving bare Walls to 'be that City's Urn, 
e's but Pedantry when we oppoſe 
Princes Will, theſe Counſellors are Foes 2 
can a Tyrant learn at a cheap Rate, 
e his firſt Tutor is his adyerſe Fate. 


CIULIUS CASAR. J 
HERA we with Awe, ſee Ceſa's laurell'd Head; 
d all the World but one poor Trophy made; 


4 


4 _ 16 
He gave the Law to all, to Kings a Name, 


3 * 
483 
1 * 


An enſlavid State, or an enthraled King: 


Which that great Name allows not to be dead 
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And did force Virtue to ſubmit to Fame: 
What e'er his Eyes did ſee, his Sword did gain, 
For he like' Fate, did never viſh in vain. 
Ron under him, was ne'er fo great nor low: 
een 
For each kifl'd Roman, he to Rome did bring 


3}? 


But when by Vict'ries he was tripe to be 
Great Pompey's Victim, then he fell as he: ?: 
And yet no Crime could Ceſar bring fo low, 
That he could fall, but by a Senate's Blow. 
Great Men can boaſt, that ev'n tlicir adverſe Fi 
Muſt ruin them, in ſolemn Pomp and State. 


„ [POMPEY] 
An other Picture ſhews us Ponipey's Head, 


Nor Death it ſelf could make this Face look ! 
It was the Gaſping of the Common-Weal: 
Nor was it Pity ſure, but Ceſ#'s Feats | 
Which on the Sight of it provok'd his Tears? 
Pompey no Pity needs, Caſar cou'd ſee 1 
In theſe grim Looks, Rome's murdred Liberty: 
But when he to the Gods was known above, 
They to revenge him did juſt Brutus move: 
Nor cou'd they put their Sword in juſter Hat 
For his Obedience hallow'd their Commands, | 


Or, a Collection e W &c. 


[6x 7 him ſtands Caro, to whoſe. — Breaſt 
8 Freedom fled for Shelter when diſtreſt: 5 
j leaſt it ſhould. have fall'n in Caſey's Pow' r, 

, open'd in his own great Heart a Door 
its Eſcape, that it to Heav'n might fly, 
wait till Ceſar ſhould by Brutus dy. 
World to his deep Judgment ſo did truſt, 

at his ſole Vote. declared Pompey Juſt, 

e he ”gainſt Fate and Ceſar did n 

| ſtill to Cato lay the laſt Appeal. 


[MONTROSE. 3 


ON TR OS E his Country 's Glory and its shame, 
o equall'd Ceſar in all Things ſave Fame: 
Heart, tho? not his Country, was as Great , 
his, ald he fell by a nobler Fate: 
zoſe did fall his Country to redreſs, | 
Ce, whilſt he did Juſt Rome oppreb. 
y on Valour ſtamps a juſt Renown, 
$ as great to ſupport as wear a Crown. 


C CLEOPATRA. J 
cleopatra ſhews thoſe conqu'ring Eyes, 
ich «Anthony eſteem'd a greater Prize 
an Rome's Empire; this Paſſion did exceed © © | 


#'} 


yet in that brave Death whereby ſhe fell, 
ſhow'd her Leve her Beauty did excel: 


(creo. 1 $6} Ob U me 


things, ſave thoſe bright Eyes which did it feel: 


1 


* 
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Some caſo do for Slighting her admire ; 
But my Heart warms at Anhonie's kind Fire. 
ca ſar at Rome, ſtrove Fools and Knaves to pleaſe, 
And did buy Danger with the Loſs of Eaſe: 
He Toils, and Trouble did from them endure, 
Who thought his Ruin was Rome's only Cure : 
Whilſt Antbony a lovely Queen poſſeſt, 
And his ſafe Head lean'd · on her charming Break: 
That Queen who ſooner caſæ overcame 
Than he cou'd Rome ; Love ſo far conquers Fame: 
The Gods did ſure Revenge in Ceſar's Doom, 
His wronging her, and not his wronging Nome: 
For Blood once tainted with ſuch horrid Stains, 
Deſerv'd no Place in noble Ceſa's Veins. 

„Love from Ambition well deſerves the Prize, 
For gentle Love feeds on fair Ladies Eyes; 
But vain Ambition's led by vulgar Breath, 

| Which as it gives it Life, can give it Death: 
This fiercely burns the Soul, that gently warms; 
The one confounds our Thoughts, the other ch 
Crowns cannot Men make Happy nor Secure ; 
Kings may Affronts and Miſeries endure ; 
But Love and She bleſs us at ſuch a Rate, 
That when ſhe Smiles, we ſcorn the Frowns of Fat 


C AURELIA. J 
AVREL 1 A here for Jealouſy does dy, 
The Picture bleeds, and thoſe who ſee it Cry, 
In Jealouſy. Love covetous does grow, 
And like ſwell'd Floods dogs wildly overflow ;_ 


Or, „ Cie, of 'Preni, E 1 
: is a Love that's tun out of iu Was, 
\ Love that's fitk of Hypocond'rick Fitt: 


6, Wobappy Love! which ite own Torments: brings, | 
fighted Men with the- wrong Side of Things, 


VIRGIL.) 


A1 1 the nine. Siſters in deep Wonder ſtand, 

h with great Virgil's Poem in her Hand; 

it he wich Modeſty as great's his Wit, 

doring them, upon his Knees does fit, 

l to none, but to himſelf Severe, 5 
ight his own Thoughts, more than his Criticks fear: 
hoſe Judgment's ſprightly, and whoſe Fancy's wiſe, 

ö id as Wit ripens, ſo his Praiſes riſe, 


CLUCRETIA.] 


Tu R Marble plying as the Artiſt pleas d, 
or fair Lucreti« has a Statue rais'd : 

e has inſpir'd ſuch Paſſion in the Stone, | 
hat one that's Deaf would ſwear that it did groan; 

t was ſuch Stones, as thoſe which firſt could draw 
en to Idolatry, and keep in Awe 

hoſe ruder Mortals, who could not withſtand 

Ih: winning Charms of a great Maſter's Hand: 
rom this ſhe ſends her noble Soul to crave 

eyenge from Heav'n on him who ſtrove to leave 
pots on her Honour, for when that is loſt, 
omen in vain, Birth, Wit or Beauty, boaſt, - | 
en the beſt Things, when common muſt deſpiſe; 
irtue's the Soul of Fame, and when it die, 
It B 2 Fame 


r 
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Fame like a loathſome Carcaſe doth remain; $S 
Each ncw: Rememb'rance will refreſh the Stain 
Thus ſhe ſeems from her Body to remove, 


When ſpotted by that Luſt. that ſome call Love: 


The frighted Blood in ſttreaming Sallies guſh, 
And the defiled Cor ps does ſeem to bluſh. 


C CINCINNATUS retwn'd from bis Vi- 
CTORY to bis PLEUGH., ] © 


HER famous cincinnatus holds his Pleugh, - 
Whilſt branchy Laurels ſhade his ſweating Brow : 
He no Exchequer has, but theſe hard Toils, 

And Rome, not he's enrich'd by foreign Spoils. 
Great Men are Servants, when they Pay receive, 
And Beggars, when they Subſidies muſt craves - 
Rich Robs are but the Livery of the State, 

And Slav'ry is the Price of being Great : 

But Cincinnatus ſcorns the State ſhould need | 
To Tax themſelves, him or his Luſts to feed ; 
The great Deborab might have heen his Wife, [ 
Who judg'd, but liv'd not by her Peoplcs Strife, 
Greatneſs is ſeldom quit, and often croſt ; 

There moſt Men think to Reſt, but all arc Loſt, 
The falſeſt, yet the moſt provoking Cheat, 
Does firſt our Foes, and then our ſelves Defeat. 


LGALILEO. J 
HERE Gallileo makes the Stars draw near, 
And at the End of his bright Tub appear: 
In whoſe juſt Microſcope, ſuch Things we 6. 


_ in bleſt Ladies, er wild w_ be. " 


Thus 


24 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &. 


Thus we may travel eaſily at Home, I. 
and ſee new Wonders in his Glaſſes Womb. 


iii 

LIIIIE who has no Rival but his Glaſs, 

Who ſtops our Youth and Beauty as they paſt, 

is Pencil does *gainſt Time and Fate ſecure, 

ives what we want, makes what we have endure. 


CASTORMin LANDSKIP.] 


A PAINTER here troubles the Ocean fo, 

hat it doth foam with Rage, and angry grow : 
midſt thoſe Dales and Hills, ſome Ships appear, 
hey were Ships ſtout and tall till they came here; 
t I and they do tremble at this Sight, 

nd Fear does rob, what Art gives for Delight: 
his brings the Storm both to my Eye and Ear, 
nd on dry Land makes me a Shipwrack fear. 


ACHURCHInPERSPECTLVE. ) 


A real Church in Perſpective we ſee, 
wiſh all Churches did as well agree 
ith the Original, and that Men too, 
ie true eſteem'd, as we the painted do: 
dng Walks of Pines out from the Cloath ariſe, 
d rather ſeem to meet than cheat our Eyes: 
noble Art! O moſt ſucceſsful Care! 
ich Churches builds, and plants Trees in the Air 
only, .who made the great Glob to ſtand 
Air, in this could lead the Painter's Hand j 
| B 3 That 


Some Treaſures heap, whilſt others do diſperſe 
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That in all Arts, we might his Art ad mire, 
And by our Wonder, to his Love aſpire. 

[CLOCK 
A curious Clock doth on her Table ſtand, 

Where Time murders it ſelf with its own: Hand; 
No Wonder then, it ruin us and ours, 
Since it like Fire, it ſelf like Prey devours ; 
But Mens Revenge lies in Eternity, | 
Where we ſhall live, and Time ſhall ever dic. 
Its open criſtal Sides do let her ſee, 

How various its Wheels and Motions be; 
And yet all theſe conſpire in the ſame End, 
And the ſame Hour, to ſhew their Courſes bend; 
Which teaches: her with Pleaſure to admire 
How all Mens Contrarieties conſpire- 

To magnify. that God, who does his Praiſe. 
From our Diſorders and Coufuſions raiſe. 
Some do from Vices to his Altars turn, 
Whilſt others theſe with furious Zeal do burn: 
Some love his Worſhip, others it neglect, 
None can pay all, tho' each owes all Reſpect; 


The Spoils of all the robbed Univerſe, 
Vet all by Force, or Love do jointly move 
To manifeſt God's Greatneſs, or his Love. 


HEA Amber lies ſhap'd in a thouſand Fort 
And Corrals bred (like Virtue) among Storms; 


Or, 4  Colleflion of Poems, &. 77 


e ſhorting Nature ſhews moſt curious Shells, 
hich, tho* moſt glorious, are but the Cella, 
hich it with Eaſe doth for poor Worms ous 
> check the Infidelity or Pride 

ſuch, as dare not upon it rely, | 
think by Art its Favours to envy. 

Rocks of dazling Diamonds appear, 

xd we may ſee Cluſters of Rubies here. 


Some of hes BOOKS with «a CHARACTER of thi 
AUTHORS. J 
ur Dyas Works did turn from them my Eyes, 
oſe lofty Lines I do above them prize: 
ly by him, whoſe Works are ever new, 
ham whoſe Lines are ſweet, whoſe Senſe is true; 
ler the juſt, whoſe leaſt corrected Line 
e beſt may own, and I could wiſh it mine: 
re coiling Jobnſon, eaſy Fletcher ly, 
d down into whoſe Myſteries few pry, + 


(CALIA's em CHARACTER J 


NE IIe ros Books ſhe does obey, not low 
d by her Life, we do their Value know, 


Tunis is her Cloſet, and its Rar'ties theſe; | 
ch though they raviſh not, like her they pleaſe: 
r Soul pure like the Heay'ns, from whence it came, 
| ſcorns to kindle'at a lower Flame; 

great's her Virtue, that juſt Heay'n thought fit 
adorn't with Beauty, and enrich't with Wit. 


id ; 


She 


_”. 


FE *, 44 he Edinburgh Alley 5 | | 
She got no Crown, becauſe the none did need, 
Nor do her Slaves wiſh ever to be freed ; - 
Her Will does charm thoſe whom her Eyes e 
This juſtifies the Paſſion which theſe gave. 

Sure if great Solomon did live this Day, 
He would the Sheban Viſit here repay, 
And juſtly wonder at her Beauty more, 
Than that great Queen his Wiſdom did adore; 
He had confin'd his thouſand Loves in one, 
To place the Queen on an unrival'd Throne. 


leng 
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e Et 
The Character of a Beau: Wi * 
By a young Lady, th | 
48 a Letter 10 her intimate Friend. 

£ * 1 refus'd to tell off Hand inſel 

When Betty ask'd me, What 4 Beau is? 
My Pen has anſwer'd your Demand kb 
But let not Couſin Thomas know this, 4 r 
When 1 bad Leiſure t'other Day, | 
I- lock'd my ſelf up in my Cloſet, = 
And, thought maturely what to ſay 2 fo 


And in what. Strain I ſhould: conipoſe it. Wd t 


1 a 5 . * - 
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length I was reſolv'd ro try 
12 uncouth Character in Mecter, 


o', when you read, you'll ſoon diſery 


eſe neceſſary Points premis'd, 

good Beginning! Thanks t! \Apollo,) 
dare ſay you'll be better pleas'd 
ith the Deſcription that will follow. 


BEAU (if you'll believe my Muſe) 
an affected fopiſh Creature, 


o' wondrous Spruce, the meer Refuſe 
common Senſe, and Shame of Nature. 


e Ends of Life he does not know, 
a ſcarce the vulgar Arts of Breed ing, 


firſt appears at ev'ry Show 


re; 


th Airs and Cloaths his Sex exceeding. - 


s Stady is to pleaſe the Fair, 

rgetting what -wou'd beſt adorn' him; 
infelf our Slave he will declare, 

o all our Conduct tells we ſcorn him. 


high Ambition is to fir 

lf Days amidſt a Club of Ladies, 
be eſteem'd by them a Wit, 

d in their Eyes diſcover Babies. 


's fond of all that comes from France 
d thinks 'tis Wit to be in Faſhion : 
judges theſe who cannot Dance, 

e very Dregs of the Creation. 
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ou'd have wrote dull Proſe much better. 
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In Merchants Books he deeply runs 1. 
For Hat and Sword; and Coat and Breeches ? 
To ſee the Merchaiit's' Face he ſhuns, | 
And, when he's 'cray'd, more Time beſeeches. 


Tho” ſoft his Brow and weak his Brain, 
And Head as' Light is as a' Feather, 

He loudly Langhs; and than abſtain 
From talking, he'll ſpeak Nonſenſe rather. 


Tho' ſcarce a Note he really knows 

Some modiſh Tune he's ever humming, 
Invents new Modes, his Snuff-Box ſhows, 
And gives it round with Grace becoming. 


He's always reading Love-fick Verſe, 2 
which in whole Sheets fills up his Pocket, 
And loves to hear: himſelf” rehearſe 

What ne'er cou'd pleaſe judicious Folk yet. 
What's done by Tories or by Whigs, 

Tho” ne'er ſo ſecret, he diſcovers ; 

But moſt - pretends to-know th* Intrigues 

Of guilty Rakes, and virtuous Lovers. 


Thus I've deſcribed well or ill 

His Character, as I conceive- it : 

Tf I have err'd for want of Skill, 
To you, and better Hands I leave it. 


C. 


Or, a Colletion ef Poems, &. 27 


A Walk « on Claſgow Green. 


Which more * one Way courts the Soul, 
WaALLER; 


LARISSA firſt appears, that . Fair, 
Her Look ſo languid, and ſo ſoft her Air! 
h dying Sweetneſi ſure beſpcaks a Mind, 

r Mercy, not for Cruclty deſign d. 

ppy that Lover, in whoſe longing Arms, 

ie beauteong Maid  xefigns thoſe melting Charms. 
powerful en ro bend her Steps this Way: 
conſcious of her own unbounded Sway; 

ith Air majeſtick boldly moves along, 

e Earth: ſtems proud the Goddeſs treads upon i 
r force in vain we dare; thus at one Sight, ' 
dying Breath we own th* unequal Fight. 

xe, your fem remaining Lovers ſpare, 

y one at lan ſurvive t enjoy the Fair! 


„* Con does wich ſuch a graceful Mien, I 


did of old the heav'oly cri Queen, 
rough which conceal'd Divinity was ſeen, 


hl: LaS814 with ker more than humane Voice, 
nfounds the. Lover in his doubtful Choiſe ; | 
ſtays her Courſe ſo raviſh'd with the ſound; 
ith Pride return'd by echoing Hills around. 


Then 
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Then 8 a Þ 4 © comes, Whoſe Virtue adds a Gra 
To each ſweet Beauty of the Angel's Face, 
How pure does Supho's virgin Soul remain, 
Who deems a trifling Thought a guilty Stain. 


Fam'd Sy 1 v 1 A next, her Senſe and Taſte ſo f 
Such great Perfections ſpeak the Fair divine ! 
Her eaſy Air, and yet unblemiſh'd Name, 
Shine in the Records of immortal Fame. 


Sce ! — matchleſi SACHARISS A next appear 


The Sur poſſeſs'd of all that's good or dear! / 
Say in what heav'nly Colours ſhall T paint, 

The outward Beauty, or the inward Saint ; Noug 
Whoſe charming Air, and graceful Mien expreſi, Tha 
Her Perſon lovely, lovely to Exceſs ! n 
Such Charms not Venus ſelf could ever boaſt, it ple 
Or the fam'd Helen for whom Troy was loſt. acioi 
See Chloe's Power triumph in her Face, need 


And ſoft clarilſa through each Feature trace: ith o 


Lesbia's ſweet Voice, and calia's charming Air, tru] 
All this unite in one accompliſh'd Fair ! 

Ev'n Sepho's Virtues now no longer ſhine, * 
And Sylvia now muſt ceaſe to be divine; 

Superior Goodneſs, and ſuperior Charms, 2 
At once the leſſer Deities diſarms. EY 
So in a Night the Air ſerene and clear, viſe 
Each Planet glitters in its proper Sphere; we 
Put ſoon as Phebus with his ſtronger Light Wor 


Chaſes away th' oppoſing Clouds of Night; 


n 
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fe leſſer Orbs then all obſcured ſtand, * 
gn their Power to his ſole Command. 


- ſo abſolure fie 


Und in ber felf compleat => — 
MILTON, 


e e l 
Horace's Ode XI. Book II. i 


Jnitated in a Letter to a Friend. 


e $43 
; 
el 


Nough, my Friend, — for tis in vain "FY 
That you explore the Schemes of Spain, 
, with too curious Mind enquire 

it ploding Heads at Rome conſpire. . 


acious Sea betwixt us lies 

need we fear our Enemies, 

ith our Lot content we were 

truſted Heav' n with Britain's Care, 


me, I'm eafy and ſerene, 
ſe I keep the golden Mean, 
never on Politicks bent, 
ern my ſelf with Government. 


iſeſt Courſe is not to prate 

we can't mend Affairs of State. 
World by Rogues is always rul'd, 
willing Slaves are rid icul de. 


30 The Edifburgh Miscellany: 
Why ſhou'd we dog-with uſeleſ Oares, 

And lay a thouſarid treach'rous Snares 
For our own Life, which truſt me Friend, 
But little nceds, and ſoon will end? 


Our Youth is gone, Occafion flys, 

Gray Hairs approach, and Pleaſure dies: 
The waning Moon and fading Flow'rs 
Bid us improve the Time that's ours. 


| A Bird in Hand is better far, 

TT Than twenty flying in the Air. 
Who wou'd forgo his preſent Crown 
To ſeek Vrofian Realms unknown: 


What's future and unſeen is not 

The proper Subject for our Thought. 

Tis Virtue's Work t' improve our Span, 
And keep within the-bounds of Man. 


Kind Providence has giv'n us ſtore, 
And, if we uſe it, will give more. 
The precious Gift ſhou'd not be ſpent, 
Nor up in muſty Priſons pent. 


In Moderation let us taſte 
| Whatc'er may yield our lives a Feaſt ;' 
And, innocently brisk and gay, 

In Silence paſs our Time away. 


We'll ſtill maintain a cheetful Face, 
Wit, Humour, and an eaſy Grace; 
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e Infants ſport our ſelves / aſle#p, 
| let Death o'er our Pleaſures (creep, 


th ſome grateful ſhaddy Tree 
inely laid, from Sorrow free, 
drink, whilſt Garlands on our Head, 
ply the Waſte that Age has made. 


roſtrate by a River's Side, 
Zephyr and Perfumes abound, 
Joys were with a Miſtreſs crown'd ! 


ſuch a lucky Seaſon come 
n Time's indulgent teeming Womb, 
court Occaſions fit to prove, 
hearty Bumpers, whom we love. 


whilſt I write theſe Lines to you, 
ww my Flame for chlor true: 

Health I drink with all my Soul, 
re Tom Brown, in a full Bowl. 


Beauty, Humour, Senſe and Wit, 
me devoutly at her Feet. 

is your Myra, brisk and gay 
ot, when I my Homage pay. 

I, with others or alone, 
y my Minutes er'e they're. gone, 
ve my Youth, diſpel my Care, 
pleaſe the Muſes and the Fair. 
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Or as a ſtubborn Stalk, w hereon "OY grows 


* : 


Since Life is but 4 Farce at beſt, | Re. 
A gay one pleaſes moſt my Taſte. 5 Or 
Ye Gods, give Chloe Conſtancy, | A. 
And make this World a Jacks for me, To 


MAS u MCAS * DOGG MN rid BI 
In Praiſe of Women, by Montroſe. 


* Heay'ns great Jove had made the Wor 
round Frame, H 

Earth, Water, Air, and Fire; above the ſame T 

The ruling Orbs, the Planers, Spheres, and all d 

The leſſer Creatures in the Earth's vaſt Ball: | 

But, as a curious Alchimiſt, ſtill draws 

From groſſer Mettals finer, and from thoſe 

Extracts another, and from that again 

Anothcr that doth far excel the ſame. 

So fram'd 'he Men of Elements combin'd, 

T' excel that Subſtance where -he was refin'd : 

But that poor Creature, raiſed from his Breaſt - 

Excclleth him, as he excell'd the reſt : 


"A dainty Lilly or a Aagrant Roſe; 

The Stalk may boaſt, and ſet its Vertues forth, 

But take away the Flow'r, where is its Worth ? 
But yet, fair Ladies, you muſt know 
Howbeit I do adore you fo; 


* 


. Yer * 
* 
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Reciprocal your Flames muſt prove, 
Or my Ambition ſcorn to love: 
A noble Soul doth ſtill abhore 
To ſtrike, but where its Conqueror 


ATA TA TATA TATA Ararat 


nEPISTLE to a certain Perſon, 


afion'd by his Pride upon ſudden Advancement. 


om the Italian of Fulvio Teſti te Count Mon- 
tecuccoli, . 


Hat means this Noiſe, thou poor inglorious Stream, 
That from a Pudle bur ſo lately came! 

ſh'd by the Beaſts thou unregarded ſtood 

Rain, by Chance, made thee a muddy Flood. 

at if the Skies ſhould ſudden turn ſerene 

| ſend thee to thy wretched Source again ? 

y then ſuch boaſting of thy filthy Tide, 

e one fair Day can humble all thy Pride? 


bſerve great Rivers, how compos'd they are! 
e makes ſuch Clamour as your ſelf by far. 

d' deep and clear they gently glide away, 

| pour their mighty Treaſure in the Sca, 

y ſcatter Blefſings whereſoe'er they flow, 

| ſeem well pleas'd with bounty they beſtow, 
waſte of Time exhauſts their liquid Store, 
more they ſpend, their Streams increaſe the more. 
Iſt thou, poor Brook, haſt Being ſcarce ſome Hours: 
Summer's Sun thy babling Drops devours, 


c The | 
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The Flocks and Shepherds whom thou threat'neſt nc 
Shall in their Turn inſult thy Fountain too, 


When all thy borrow'd Waters ſhall be gone, 


And ev'n that Noiſe which thou can'ſt only call thi 
{ On. 


I know, great Sir, you'll wonder why my Muk 
To Reaſon thus with a wretch'd Stream doth e 
But thus we Bards ſometimes ſubliemely write, 
And fhrowd our Secrets from the Vulgars Sight: 


ain he 


| nev 
Important Truths, like Oracles, we teach, bur, 
To which th' unthinking Multitudes ne'er reach. Her 


E 


Vet leaſt you fay, I really am ill bred, Le 


By ſuch dark Numbers, to perplex your Head, 


ha 
Phebur, th? Inſpirer of my ſacred Lays, N 
Removes the Shade by his refulgent Rays, curi 
And this, to help your Intellects, applies in 


What elſe might be myſterious in your Eyes. hh 


with 
ſimpl 


As ſwelling Streams to-morrow may ſubſide, 
Short and uncertain is the Reign of Pride. 
Pomp that is founded upon Fortunes Boon, 
As quickly rais'd, may be deſtroyed ſoon. 
That ſlippry Goddeſs changes ev'ry Day: 


arce h 
th” u 


Blindly ſhe gives, and blindly takes away. Clou 
To quell weak Minds ſhe has a thouſand Arts; dun 
he ſmiles, ſhe Fawns, ſhe Nauſeats and Parts: Drop 


d was 
wealc 
Oer 


Zut never makes Impreſſion on the Wile, 
Who equally her Smiles and Frowns deſpiſe. 
No fooliſh Joy and Pride dilates thcir Mind 
When ſhe at random happens to be kind, 
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hen ſhe calls her ſhort-liv'd Boon again, 

y give it back, nor murmur and complain. 
Happineſs, no Miſery they feel 

any Motion of her fickle Wheel. 


he Pilot, who is ſtudious to maintain 

Veſſel ſafe upon à ſtormy Main, 

rves no higher Credit, Pow'r and Praife 

n he who fears the flattry of the Seas, 

| never truſts too much tlie faireſt Gale, 
burdens not his Ship, and ſpreads but little Sail: 
Hero ſhines in the Records of Fame, 

Eſteem, more worthy of a Name 

n that great Man Ang athocles, whoſe Mind 
chiefeſt Charms of Fortune cou'd not blind: 
tho” his Table ſparkled all with Gold, 

curious Works, delightful ro behold, 

in his pleaſing proſperous Eſtate, 

humble Birth he never wou'd forget, | 

with his poliſk'd Goblets, mix'd the Trade, 
limple Plates of Clay which his old Father made, 


arce had I done the Verſes juſt before, 

th' upſtart Stream had laviſh'd all its Store: 

Clouds were fcatter'd and the Sky ſerene, 

Sun ſhone bright, nor was there further Rain 
Drop remain'd to ſwell the noiſy Tide, 

d was the Brook, and vaniſh'd was its Pride, 

weakeſt Cattle on the yerdant Plain 

d o'er the Sand, and ſpurn'd it with diſdain- 


C 2 | e 
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ge wiſe then, Sir, and manage well your 
Leaſt you ſhould only be a ſhort while Great, Ne Boo 
Courrs are like Climates, open to the Air, 

And Riches, gaudy now, to morrow diſappear, 


WED EI 2002000600600>2M rich 
On Mr. Addiſon's Campaig 


Hat wondrous Art, what Genius brightly ſhi 
Within the bounds of few elaborate Lines! 


neithe 
us wt 
hate 


So juſt cach Image, with ſuch Beauty wrought! var! 
So ſtrong the Senſe, ſo delicate the Thought! 1 
The narrow Piece with ſo much Action ſwells, | 
Such Sweetnefs in each artful Labour dwells, * 
Such lively Strokes upon the Fancy glow, ae 
So ſmoorh, ſo plain the tow'ring Numbers flow: = 
Heav'ns! how my Heart is raviſh'd as I read! v = 

Tis nat the Product of a fingle Head: g 
Or, the great Author had his Boſome fir'd . 
With Heat, that nothing leſs than Heav'n inſpir d 
A whole Campaign th' immortal Lines rehea Light 
That might raiſe Volumes of leſs poliſh'd Verſe. play“ 
Wo 


Surprizing Scenes before the Reader riſe: 
His Mind's amaz'd whilſt Nature's in his Eyes ile ic 
Succeſſive Pleaſures ſwell his raviſh'd Breaſt on 
As Wonders ſtand in Thoughts ſo well expreſt, WF He⸗ 
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thought at firſt, and, as he thought, complain'd 
e Book a Skirmiſh and no more contain'd ; 

xtly decciv'd, he ſtares, and ſtares again, 

owns he reads a whole well wrought Campaign, 


r. 


he more my Mind ſurveys the glowing Charms, 
e more with Wonder and Delight it warms, 

e rich Epitome new Treaſure ſhews, 

en o'er and o'er my longing it renews, 

h Harmony at ev'ty Turn appears 

neither dulls, nor diſappoints the Ears. 

us when all Nature vernal Blooms array 

hate the Night, and wiſh etcrnal Day. 

various Beauties of the Fields ne'er cloy, * 
, as we gaze, the more enhanſe our Joy, 


hort Periods contract the dreadful War, 
ich trembling Kingdoms found dilated far, 
diſtant Regions, and unnumber'd States, 
deal to Armies their unequal Fates, 

ke Legions fight, and valiant Thouſands die, 
tallions ' ſtand, and vanquiſh'd Millions fly: 
glorious Events of the far fam'd Year | 
their refulgent Splendour all appear. 1 
Light and Shade, thus the great Judgment ſtands, 
play'd in ſhort by Raphael's artful Hands : 

World, alarm'd, in wild Copfufſion lies, 

ile ſcatter'd Mortals in Effigie riſe ; 

1 on the Day, with Hopes -and Terrour wait, 

| Heay'ns high King pronounce their diff rent Fate, 
C3: Behold 


. 


1 


. 
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Behold with rage the 8/itiſ) Leader ſwells | 
In Smoke and Thunder yet ſercnely dwells : 
With awful Force the furious Battle rules, 
And, where he moves, the daring Foe controuls } 
Thus undiſturbed, Jove, (as Tales record) 
Thro' ſtormy Clouds with vengeful Thunder rom 


His Eyes glanc'd dreadful from the darkned Sky; 5g 
Here Lightnings Aadr'd, there Bolts deſtructive fl, A! 
While haughty Giants wag'd che guilty Fight, . 
And Jar'd high Heav'n with "their aſpiring Might, J 
How many Heros, who for Glory ran, dini 
And reap'd the Ilarveſt which their Bravery way, cocl 
In Sighs and Tears the Muſe's haſte regret, pert | 
That taries not their Honours to relate, id tec 
That they might to the latcſt Age remain, at bo 
And ſhine with Marlt"rough in the grand Campaign bra 
Long may the mighty Poet wear the Bays, his 
And ble BxTTANUIA with his heav'nly Lays! ch, C 
But he no higher can advance his Fame, "OO 
Since Homer's ſelf is ſcarce a greater Name. oF 
The Iliad might be wrought with leſſer Pain hol 
| From ten Years War, than ous of one Campaige, BY dim 
: you 

ow 2 

d ma 

ich 


rd cou 
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1 
1 
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4a 1 


ſpon the Voung- Company of Archers. 
By Mr. T no. Bord. 


wmn—_— Sent Tegea jwventns. Via o. 
ANAPAELI IITTMAIOITEL Hom 


- x7 Hen Falles from the lab'ring Brain of Jove 
git Jump'd out, in fall Perfection, from . 
ſhining Military Weeds array'd, 

» cock'r her Helmet, and her Spear diſplay'd : 
pert in War, without the Rules of Art 

d tedious Diſcipline, her Infant-heart 

t bold and ſtrong ; nor did her Sinews yield, 

r brawny Arm ſuſtain'd the * rous Shidd; 


his Praiſe is to the Heroine Goddeſs due: 
ch, Caledonian Youth, we owe to you. 


Scarce have your tortur'd Mothers found Reſpite 
om Throws by Day and Agonies by Night; 

arce the diſtorted Muſcles yet replac'd, 

diſmal Groans, from rigid Child-bed, ceas', 

t you turn Men, nay Warlike-Men, and, more, 

ow Nuiver' d- Heroes, as in Days of Yore, 

d make thoſe Eyes admire that wept before, 5 


ith Emulation big, each Hero ſtalls, 
d counts each Peace to Glory, as he walks: 


Ta 
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To gazing Friends he drops his unſtrung Bow 
With warlike Grace and gallant Air, to how 
He bids to Eaſe and ruſty Sloth, adieu. 


So valient Hector flights his Conſort's Charms, 
To follow Honour, or his Fate, in Arms. 


When to the Liſts the graceful Squadron came, 
Their Bows, with dreadful Noiſe, the War pre 
Th” extended Cord contracts the bending Yew, 
Till the far diſtant Horns their Moon renew. 
The long'd for Mark directs the eager Eye, 
And from the twanging Strings the Weapons fly, 
Envy or Love purſues each ſounding Dart 
Gaining a Rivals Spite, or Parent's Heart. 

The conqu'ring Arrow laſt cuts ſwiftly loud 
The yielding Air, and diffipates the Crowd. 


| Now the young Troops home from the Field 
One has the Trophy, all of Praiſe a Share. 
The blooming ViFor bears the Arrow's Prize, 
But leaves behind the Conqueſt of his Eyes 
For tho, like Mes, he i is for Battle dreſs'd, 
He's found a Cupuid in a Virgin's Breaft : 
And blind like him, for Multitudes were round, 
He piere d a Heart he did not mean to wound, 


Thus, our Deſcent we may retrace ſons Jove 
| By early Valour, and by Infant-Love. ' 


Go on, brave Youth, and ſtill thoſe Shafts emp 
The En'my's Terror, and the Lover's Joy. 


" | | Fr 
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com them the fading Thiſtle Help mall find, 
hey mall, in future Days, her Foes remind, 

har tho her ancient Thorzs, thro* Guilt, withdrew, 
our Darts ſhall Arm her terribly anew. 


Then, when your Joints are firm, and Bodies ſprung, 
njoy thoſe Captives that you- made when young, 


DT IE EF OT TALE BILE IE 2 


To CHLO NTS 


Proving againſt her that little T hings ave 5 
tho not always. moſt pleaſing. 


OU mind, dear chloris, t' other Day 
That Bus'neſt call'd your Slave away, 
re we had finiſh'd our Debate, 

nd ſo 'tis in Dependance yet. 


I own it lucky was for me 

hat I did looſe, that Day, my Tea: 

or had I longer ſtay'd with you 

y Cauſe had 1 quite loſt ere now, 

ſweet, ſo beautiful a Face, * 

4. fine, ſo delicate a Grace, | 
ich ruby Lips, and pleaſing Smiles, 

ch killing Eyes. and winning Wiles, 

'ithout the Help of ſolid Senſe, 

ight well have pled like Eloquence, 

nd won, without diſpute, the Field 

or who wou'd not to Venus yicld ? 


But 
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But here ſecure from Beauties Charms, 
And from your Tongues refin'd Alarms, 
In my own Cloſet, by my Pen, 

I hold my Priuciple again, 

That little Things are beſt by ſur, 

Tho, if they're lov'd by you, 'tis rare. 


Yet truſt me, Cloris, when I write 
(Altho' your Perſon's out of Sight) 
Your Wit and Judgment ſhocke my Muſe, 
And almoſt tempt her to refuſe 
The Afﬀiſtance that the muſt allow, 
Ere I can hope to conquer you. 


Theſe Things premiſed, I now with ſpeed, 


To prove my Principle proceed ; 
A Principle denied by no Man 


-B That has reſpect to a fine Woman! 


For is it not both true and clear, 

That when the Sexcs we compare, 

A Cock no more exceeds a Hen 

Than Women leſſer are than Men ? 
Now, chloris, this firſt Argument 

Is powerful, as *tis evident, 

And ſerves to prove the Point in Hand, 
Unlef againſt your Sex you ſtand, 

By owning that as Men are greater, 

We alſo are by far the better. 


But 1 
Aſt 1 
plain 
nd pl 
atem 
nd vi 
re not 
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But next, that little Things are beſt >. "hs 
iſt me little God of Jeſt) \ 
plain, becauſe they moſt delight, 
nd pl-aſe with Beauty exquiſite, 
acemplate all the Works of Nature 
nd view the Shapes of ev'ry Creature > 
re nor the ſmalleſt Things moſt fine, 
oſt perfect, lovely and divine? | 
mp/s gratia, Are not Lambs, 
ore gay and pleaſing than their Dames? 
n aged Swine is ne'er ſo Fair 
little Pigs her Off- ſpring, are. 
ur Lap-Dog does he not excell, 
your Eſteem, a Spaniel! 
all Inſects pleaſe the curious Eye, 
hen Monſters paſs, un- notic'd by. 
Work perform'd in narrow Boundg 
oft rg the Author's Fame redounds, 
he ſmaller Clocks and Watches are, 
hey ſhow the greater Art and Care, 
v'n Boxes for our Snuff delight 
he more they're for our Pockets fit; 
nd for the ſame good Reaſon too; 
Book's ne'er lov'd in Folio. 
he ſmalleſt Copy you can get 
f Rocheſter if bulky yet. 
we I not heard your ſelf complain, 
t almoſt raiſed up the Spleen,) 


* 1 
1 * - 
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That Ovid's Engliſh Ars Am andi | per 
| Is very, very much unhandy ? | AY 
| Thus I might offer many more 3 
Examples, never heard before, AY 
_— Werc I not horribly afraid | ia 
i] It would be to my ruin ſaid, | — 
That, like à jolly Prieſt, I ſtreach 
| My Practice from the Truths I preach, 1d r 
| And ſhow in Fact, by a long Letter, firſt 
| I wou'd have pled on your Side better, on 
| | xc 
4 Yet ere I cloſe, allow my Pen I n 
i To draw an Argument from Men. I Q 

The leaſt of them, in every Age, : 5 


Have been moſt witty, learn'd, and ſage: 
The greateſt Souls of high Renown, 
Have lodg'd in Bodies — like my on, 
The Apothecaries uſe to place 

Fine Spirits in a little Glaſs. 

= Can Nature ſhow a leſſer Care? 

= Wou'd he ere put her Darling chere, 

N If little Bodies were not beſt, 

1 For ſuch a glorious, God-like Gueſt? 
Philoſophers in tv'ry Nation, 

May prove the Point by Demonſtrations 
But Knowledge and Expericnce tell 

The Truth more plainly, and as well. 
Great Men have been like Apes and Ga, 
From Homer down to ey and Watts, 


* * . 


$ 


Or, a Colleftion of Poemt, &e. 
mpar'd with your dull, bulky Sinners, 


\crever Greatneſs is deny'd, 

e Perſon is with Worth ſupply'd, 
Beams contracted in a GlaG 
Flames convert the larger Rays. 


ad now, dear Cloris, I'll conclude, 
firſt, I'd have it underſtood 

t tho my Muſe, victorious Sings 

' Excellency of little Things, 

| ne'er meant they always pleaſe, 

I ſhou'd win your Heart, with caſe, 
d my dull, bulky Rival Dick 

nſelf ſhou'd either hang, or ſtick, 


The jolly poor Poet. 


In Imitation of CoL 1N's Complaint, 


"Rn 

the Side of a Nobleman's Houſe, 

A jolly poor Poet was laid: 
e hie ſerv'd for no other Uſe, 
o his Patron Verſes he made, 
Foot men and Grooms that ſtood by 
Frolicks diverted their Time, 
iſt the Cook and Butler drew nigh, 
» laughing, repeated his Rhime, 


at ſerve for nought, but eat their Dinners. 


e eee ec 


II. Was 


* - 
s 
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11. 
Was * 12 a lucky brave Fellow? 
In very good Humour he cry'd, 
Had I not been a Son of Apollo, 
As ſure as the Creed I had dy'd, 
So ſweet and enticing is Verſe, 
I ventur'd my Living for it: 
But his Lordſhip, to whom I rehearſe, 
* Affords me good Meat for my Wit. 


III. 
Cou'd I e'er think a great Man, as he, 
Wou'd notice fo filly a Swain? 
Why became he a Patron to me? 
3 But the Gods all Events ordain— 
= Beſides, his Lordſhip has need 
To be praiſed by Men of the Quill : 
_ And 'tis rare to find out ſuch a Head, 
Obedient as mine to his Will. 


IV. 
Yea, altho better Bards were alive, 


| 
| 

; ; me, ] 
| To publiſh his Merits and Name, nie 
(As in Britain I'm ſure are not five 2 Br 
That deſerve more Favour and Fame) * 


Yet his Lordſhip, well know ing my Worth, 
| Diſtinguiſh'd me out of the Crowd 
; To ſhew his rare Qualities forth, 
And proclaim his praiſes aloud. 


V. 
t tho I were dull as an AG, 
d cou'd not write common good Senſe, 
It 1 have a Brow made of Braſs 
never want true Eloquence. 
now, ſince his Wiſdom is pleas'd 
th my Talents, as I with his Meat, 
Brothers and Criticks confeſs'd, 
ondemn not, I pray ye, my Fate. 


VI. 

rather, my Friends, be ſo civil 

to take the Courſe I have done: 
at, flatter, and lie, like the Devil, 

r I ſwear yell be cheriſh'd by none. 
in to ſome Noblemen's Grace : 

or who are more wealthy than they ? 
Money, to Meat, or a Place, 
edications will open a Way. 


VII. ö 
me, I'm reſolv'd to be merry, 
hile my Patron has Beef to beſtow, 
a Bottle of good Wine and Cherry, 
ike theſe which he ſent me juſt now. | | 
ne, — here to his Health — and my on = 
he Muſes were ſeldom fo ſweet; 
never aſpire at a Throne, 
the Gods continue my Treat. 

, VIII. That. 


» 


Or, a Coleftion of Pom, Kc. 


and 
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VIII. 4 
When Death that cunning old Rogue, 
Creeps over my Pleaſures, for nie, 
| That I was « poor jolly Dog, 
May ſuffice for my Elegy. 
When my Soul to the Hades is fled, 
Ye may kindle your Pipes with my Verſe, 
Make a Football in ſport of my Head, 
And a Drum, if ye pleaſe, of my Ar—2. 


J. 
e de 
A Trip to Bar-le-duc. 


S Poets ia the Days of Lore 
Us'd to mount Pegaſus, and ſoar 
To wond'rous Heights, with mighty Speed, 
Humoring the Fancy of the Stced, 
Courſing the Earth, the Air, the Skies, 
And higeſt Heav'ns *mong Deities 


So ( tho? quite unaccuſtom'd ) I 
Muſt one Poetick Journey try: 
And ſince, like other Bards, of Courſe 
* I muſt be mounted on a Horſe, 
| J am reſoly'd to ride * Almanxa, 
Loyal, and ſwift as any Ganza : 


* a 2 * 9 8 99 bo 
n 


. e bred in 
e 


Or, a, Colleffion. of Poems, &c. 
only for a Monarch's Uſe, 5 n 
ck Vein ſwell' d with illuſtrious Juice, Be 20 
vixt Old Caſtile, and Saxon bred ; | 
finer Titt was ne'er beſtrid. 


me then, ſweet Nag, and e 

5 ſingle Jaunt upon thy Back; 
r Spur, nor Bridle: ſhall I uſe, 
> curb, or gall the froe-flown Muſe, 


| ow I am fix'd, and on he goes 

; what Inſtinct, he's wiſe that knows) 
ſwift as. Lightening he flies, 
s at Sk. Jamer's in a Trice; : 

vs but a Moment, diſappointed, 

t finding there the . Anointed, 
ight way in Anger, mixt With Grieß, 
ep; down Thames-Side to find Relief; 

| striking wich his Heels at Dover, 

one fierce Found he frees it over 

(ur Sands, ( ſach was the Leap, 

ardly could the Saddle keep ) p 

r ſtays he, having paſs'd the Main, 

| we are ſafe at St. Germain: 

| quickly he ſurveys the Court, 

ere; Maſter's Friends wont to reſort : 
ſeeing thence the Birds were flown, 
{quee's for Rage, but ſtreight was gone: 
finding that (the Pox and Murrain 
Bagland) he was ſtill at Laras; 


_ 
* 


* 


% The Fdfoburgh Wet | 

He ftrains a-new his ſinewy Force, 3 10 Cy 

And thither wings his rapid Courſe: „ 

Where being come, ſome Time he ſtood,  * 

Till having ſaock' d the Royal Blood, 

He rear'd his Cxeſt, and loud did[nergh; - 

And many a Curvet danc'd for Joys 

C Who would have thought fuel Signs eh che Ba 

Of lively Gladneſs'cou'd-expreft Y* 

Then bend ing low his. Lyya! Knee, bd 

Confeſt the Royal. Progeny. "on ag *# 

And having thus his Homage paid, 

Firſt tow'ring round the Monarch's Had, 

In chearful Volts, began to raiſe 

Me to the Sky. in Royal Praiſe, 

* lofty Muſch and i in Heroic Hing 
The vond roms Yaurh that: ought to be our 

That is our King.; for the ſupreme. Command 0 

Is Heaven's Gift, and muſt- upalter'd. ſtand; 3 

And he who do's reject a King when giv'n. 

_ Refiſts Divine Decree, and combats Heav'n. 

uw As Mortals, tho* the Gods they dilobey, 

_ Yet cannot rob them of their Deity ; If 

= So Subjects may withhold the Fealty due 

| To their true Prince, and to a Stranger bow; 


| JS, an 
| Yet that can not his juſter Claim repeal, cher 

| He's born a King, his Tirle nefer-can fail. 8 
Thus James, tho” abjur'd by each puny Elf, DS 


Is King of Brirain ſtill, within bimſelf ; 
While they, poor Caitiffs, only Shift the Name 
Subjefs, for Rebels, he is ſtill the ſame ; 7 


Or, a' Colleftion' of Poems, &. 51 
1 all that's good in Sov'reignty do's find, 

e Right, the Title, and the Lofty Mind + © 

hile he the giddy People do create 

but King James his Slave, his Drudge of State, 

o eaſes him of all the wes and Pain, 

be ever unmoleſted reign 

Show firſt of all, from whence he ſprung my Mult; 
d, if you can, his Parentage produce, 


y 


Jupiter deſcending. in a Show'r 

Gold, dropt Perſeus im Dance's Tower ; 

thoſe who hold Kings to be from above, 

ow well that our's was freight from mighty Fove ; 
d ſtill 'tis writ, in the Records of Fame, 

filver Vehicle of Fire he came ; 

e bright Machine was by a Nymph convey'd, 

d Fitz-diew in the Royal Bed was laid: 

e Lxcen (without a Throe her Labour done) 

's thank the Gods, ane. bleſs her Heay'n-born San, 


ome ſay our King, by well laid Bodkin Plot, 
nother divine Dads was begot. 

hen there's Deſign” to get 2 King or God, 

ds, and Religion wond'rous Means will plod,) 
ther by him or not, the Matters one, 

are agreed he was his Father's Sing. 

| { moſt believe chat from a King he came, 


plete, as was the Number of his Name. 
me Da .-- 1* And 


Keren is counted « perfel® Number 
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Till he arrives at Vertue, Age, and Senſe, 
Of all the Time, there never paſt a Day 


VVirtue his Mind, his Body Exerciſe, 


Thus furniſh in all points, and in his Prime, 


| 


And if from Thee, Great James, the Youth did ſpring, 
From Thee he does all his Perfections bring: 
Such was the pious Sire's exalted Merit, 

His genuin Son could never fail t' inherit 

His Father's Fate, and his religious Spirit. 


* Begin my Muſe, and from his Cradle trace, 
Thro' his firſt Steps, the Royal Babe of Grace: 
Behold him while he yet was on the Teat, 

In pious Travels on his Father wait; OE 
Think then what Britain to the Child docs owe, 
So careful of its Peace and Treaſure too: 

His Subjects Lives to ſave, and quench the Fire 
Of civil Rage, he kindly did retire. 

To ſave the Publick Charge, he lives Abroad, 
And learns each foreign Law, and foreign God, 
There ſtays he, without National Expence, 


That did not fit him more for ſovireign Sway: 
Adornfd, and all he learn except their Vice. 


He ſeemẽd provided eviry Way to bring 
To us our Merit from the Heavenly King. 


His People now he minds, and thinks it Time, 
On Brirain to beſtow the maſſy Store 
He had laid up thro' Twenty Yoars before. 


Or, a Colleflion of Poems, &e. 53 2 
t laſt he moves, to free them from a2 


Df common Subjects, and to ſhew them all 

The King-craft, and Religion of the Gau: 

ro take upon him the Affairs of State, 

nd eaſe great ANNA, ſunk beneath the Weight; 
or all the various Turns of Peace, or War, 

nd each important Exigence prepare, 8 
; fits a King without his Subjects Care: 

o Anſwer all the diffcrent Events, 

ithout the tedious Form of Parliaments : 

o rule ſo like a Monarch, that his Sway 

hould teach but this one Leſſon, To obey, 


But here, my Muſe a lovely Scene diſplays; 
may I ſing it in becoming Lays ! | 5 
ould I work up the Piece with Colours quaint, 

nd all the Glories of the Voyage paint, 

d fing the Worthies who with him reſort, 

ot to direct his Reign, but grace his Court: 

* nd next deſcribe the Royal Fleet, each Sail 

f oln with the Bliſs of a propitious Gale; 

ve him, ye Winds, ſave from the fatal Coaſt 

bere, of bis Race, ſo many have been loſt, 

oud of the Mighty Truſt, his Subject Sea 

ould round his Bark in ſmiling Circles play. | 

hen on the Banks of his own native Forth, RE 
na long the Coaſts of Albion's frozen North, | 
| view the King ſurveying all the Land, 
1 ſhow the Father of his Country ſtand 
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In kind Suſpence, whether he ſhould exert 


Some wholſome Rigour, and his Right aſſert ; r. 
Mercy and Juſtice long ſhould ſtrive, at laſt win 
d th 


Mercy from Juſtice ſhon'd the Thunder'wreſt ; 
T” avert th* Effuſion of the Britsſh Blood, 
Mercy and James command all Sail to croud ; 
Nor did he, tho' the Rebels him bely, | 
To ſave his Bacon, but his Subjechs fly, 

A glorious Conqueſt o'er himſelf he makes, 
And his high Mind, with Eaſe, Three Crowns forſab 
While other paultry Monarchs Hearts would break 
To loſe a Game where ſo much was at Stake. 
To Dunkirk ſtreight he cuts his liquid Way; 
Great Lewis welcomes him in Tears of Joy. 

And now he's ſafe, O mi be ne ler again 

Expoſe his ſacred Fer ſon on the Main |! 

By all the Gallic Court he is careſs'd, 

And in his Mother's fond Embraces bleſs'd. 


Yet but one Winter could he taſte the Joy, 
A nobler Heat do's warm the Royal Boy ; 
He hear'd the Trumpet's Clangor from afar, 
And ratling Drum, with all the Din of War 
That Heroes do's with the brave Rage inſpire, 
His youthful Blood boils with the noble Fire, rom it 
The ſoft and luſhious Court no more can pleaſe, 
His lofty Mind ſcorns the ignoble Eaſe ; 

He fiercely long'd to reign the neighing Steed, 
And in hot Battle prove advent rous Deed ; 
1 18 


„ „„ * 


exerciſe himſelf in hardy Arm, sx | 
1 ruſh with glori6us Speed to Wars — l 
win freſh Lawrels in the duſty Field. 
I chere, at once, the Sword, and Scepter weild, 


o Mons, with eager Steps, he haſtes away, 

| waits impatient the fatal Day : 

laſt the great Deciſive Hour does come 

n the Shril Trumper's Voice, and roufing Drum, © 
Cannon's Thunder give the Alarm, he quakes, 
mreatneſs of bis Soul his Body ſhakes : 

rior Courage glow'd within his Breaſt, 

Il his Actions ſtood the King confeſt : 

e as a Storm, he plunges thro' the War, 

re throngeſt Death, and wild Deſtruction are. 
| bim St. George ! 0 let no impious Arm 

Gs Anointed, ſave thy Knight from Harm ! 
Gallic Chiefs charm'd and amazed ſtood, 

ee the Hero's Valour in the Wood; 

re Cer he goes he ſcatters humane Fate, 
certain Death on every Look do's wait ; 

no Plebeian there his Sword did feel, 

Blood ignoble ſtain'd the Royal Steel; 

for the Bx UNs Ww1Cx-Yonth he kept prepar'd, 
m Coward Fates in Clouds of Smoak did guard 
rom its deadly Reach at Oudenard, 

ound him ly whole Squadrons of the Slain, 

e him fall the Germen, Dusch, and Dane, 

dds forbid the Hurricane to laſt, 

interpoſe to ſtop the furious Waſte ; 


0 
: 
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Ti done, for ſtreight the Britiſh Troops /ady 
To ſave th* Allics, and change the Fate of Han 
The Britiſh Troops quench the ſtern Hero's Fire, 
He gannot ſee his Sons and keep his Ire; 

But conquered ſtill by a more generous Flame, 
Reluctant from the bloody Field he came. 


At laſt admitting kindly thoughts of Grace, 
He by his Siſter's Means gives Europe Peace; 
And for rhe Eaſe of all the ambient States, 
In his great Goodneſs to Lorain retreats, 
Where calm, and undiſturbed, he might find 
The tranquil Bleflings of a Peaceful Mind. 


There may the circling Hours around his Head 
Pivine like Eaſe, and ſyeereſt Influence ſhed. 
Let each Return of the revolving Day 
Crown him with freſh Delights, and ſee him 
While Bacchus, Morpheus, and fair Nau join 
To bleſs his Nights with Sleep, and Love, and Wi 
May no new Hopes, or Fears his Peace moleſt, 
But he may ever there ſecurely reſt. 

While theſe deſerted Iles in ev'ry Thing, 

Find Curſes like the Loſs of ſuch a King ; 

And their loy'd Liberty and Property afford 
No greater Bleſſings thas thei» preſent Lord. 


tac: . 


ſt, 


of 


By Mr. James ARBUCELE. 


? Ne Evening the lovlieſt Pair 


That ever frequcnted the Plain, 
right Lydia, th* all-conquering Fair, 
And Damon, the beautiful Swain, 

t down in a Jeſſamin Grove, 
Where a mtirmuring Rivolet ſtray'd, 


ſhin Damon, to kindle old Love, 


Thus ſoftly reproached the Maid. 
DAMO N, 


Baia, Whilſt 1 was that He 

That only was bleſt with your Charms, 
nd you ne'er a Shepherd but me 

Claſp'd in that ſoft Circle, your Arms; 
hen thy Damon all cheerful did fing,” 
And his Happineſs yielding to nono, 
eipis'd all the Pomp of a King, 

And lighted a glitt'ring Throne. 


IT DIA. 


ſe Damon, the Virgin reply'd, 

Whilſt you true and conſtant dil prove, 
nſuming whole Days by my Side 

n ſighing and talkiag of Love. 


Or," a Colleftion of Poems,” &. 5 
Horace's Ode IX. Book III. 
nitated to the Tune of Colin's Complaint. 


„ . Edinburkh dere. 
Whilſt Philli;'s Beauty did yield ö 
To mine in your delicate Eye; | 
Then I was the Pride of the Field ; 
No Queen was ſo happy as I. 
D 4 M 0 N. 


Ah ! name not that beautiful Dame, 

| She hath perfectly raviſh'd my Heart, 
Her Charms ſet me all in a Flame, 
Which ſhe fans with her Mufical Art. 


For one Touch of that pow 'rful Breath, * 
Wounds a Heart, as it pierces an Ear; = TS 
For her I wou'd freely meer Death, 1 
Wou'd the Pow'rs my Godeſs but ſpare, * 
327-0 1. wy 
Alexis the bloomingeſt Youth, | all 
That treads on the flowery Plaing, ſurre 
Wich innocent Arts and pure Faith ile ſhy 
My Heart not unwilling detains. rds 
Still burning with mutual Deſire, d, a 
Unbroken Delights we enjoy, Meloc 
Far oftner than once I'd expire chat 
To ſave the adoreable Boy. 
D AM © N, 


But now if my Heart ſhou'd return 
To the Duty it owes thee again, 

Leave Phillis to ſorrow and mourn, 

A Conqueſt ſhe could not maintain: 


0r, a Collection of Poems, &. 39 
mbly thy Pardon he'll- crave, - . 
d figh when he thinks on the Time 
ighted thy Love, wilt thou Leave 
LTD IA. 


o! tho* Alexis the Fair, | ' 
Charms, like a Planet diſplays, | 
thou art inconſtant as Air 

d wrathful as bellowing Seas ; 

ith thce a long Serics of Years, 
e a Minute of Joy I'd conſume, 

at Death not lament thee with Tears, 
lay my ſelf down in thy Tomb. 


ſaid, he lay down in his Arms, 
all in an Extacy lay; | 
ſurrender'd a Treaſure of Charms, 

le ſhe bluſh'd like the Goddeſs of May. 

iirds from the Branches above 

d, and purſu'd the like Bleſs, 
Melody fill'd the whole Grove, 
chatt'red at ev'iry Kiſs. 


Horace's 


F W *- 
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By the ſame Hand. 


HE Man, that no Indulgence gives | 


To Vice, but up to Nature lives, 
Safe in his happy Innocence, | 
Nought elſe requires for his Defence, 
No Bow, no Quiver needs he wear, 


Envenom'd Dart, nor painted Spear. 


Thro' barren Waſtes, and barb'rous Landy, 


The Scythian Snows, and Lyli.m Sands, 
Where Ganges, where Hydaſpes flows, 
 Undaunted and ſerene he goes, 

With none of all thoſe Fears poſſeſt 
That crowd into the guilty Breaſt, 


For late, as in the Subine Grove, 
Releas'd from every Care but Love, 
Thoughtleſs, I ſaunter'd on my Way, 
Till in the Wilds I went aſtray, 

A griſly Wolf, with hungry Eye, 
Met me unarm'd, and yet paſs'd by, 


No Creature of more dreadful Size, 
Where Daunio's ample Forreſts riſe, 
Lurks in the dreary Shade by Day, , 

Or ſallies out at Night for Prey, 
None ſuch ſo wild and ficrce as he 
Did e'er Numidian Deſarts ce. 


o De Edinburgh Miſelay:. 
Horace's Ode XXII. Book 1. 


C 
ce fl 
:N 
ern: 
Il is 
ſabl 
rood 


, pla 
ce E 
ith, 
fervi 
ſill | 
ry'd 


tempt 
Te! 
think 
frigh 


fimpl, 

your 
thoſe 
e moſ 


OV, a Colleflion” of Poems," &. 66 
te me in that abandon'd Soil 4 
Nature ne'er yuuchaPd a Smile, 

ernal Breezes fan the Air, 

| is naked, wild and bare; 

ſable Clouds, and chilling Froſt 

rooding on the gloomy Coaſt. 


place me in the pathleſs Plain, 

ce Heaven withholds its ſoftning Rain; 
th, where in his Chariot wheel'd, 
fervid Sun burns up the Bield : 

ſtill l' Love, and Fate beguile, 

rv'd alive by Chloe's Smile, 
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{ Song by a young Lad). > 


I. 

tempt me not with flatt'ring Snares, 
Ye Swains, to proſtitute my Charms: 
think to catch me unawares, 

{right me to your open Arms. 


I 1, . : 
ſimple Sex is oft undone | 
your Intrigues and ſly Deceit: iN 
thoſe who eaſieſt have been won, -1 
e moſt expos'd to Scorn and Hate. 
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III. | * C 
The more a Jewel is vonnalih,. | 
The more it uſes to be pri d; 
But when to vulgar Eyes reveal'd, 
It grows too cheap, and is deſpis'd. 
'TV. 
No Pleaſure is by far ſweet | 
As that which follows mighty Pain: 
To Trav(lers tir'd, a happy Seat 
Recruits their wearied Strength again. 
V. 
My Love will yield the more Delight, 
And I the more admir'd will be, 


I mu 
That Honour now is guarded Right, 4 
And Men are proud to bow their Knee. have 
0 a V 1 12 | nd all 
Had Dane, Coquettiſh, been | gain 
Expos'd to common Lover's Power, hou f 
Great 70% B, on wanton Projects keen, that t 
Had necr deſcended in a Shower. Il nevi 
7 2 in the 
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here I 


Theſe Seven following by Montroſe. 


Y dear and only Love, I pray 
This nable World of thee, 
Be govern'd by no other Sway 
, But. pureſt Monarchie. 


W> a * by. 
, 


or, 4 Colleftion of bu, Kr. 4 
if Confuſion have a part, 
hich vertuous Souls abhore, | 
hold a Synod in thy Heart, 
| never love thee more. 
Alexander T will reign, 
nd I will reign alone, 
Thoughts ſhall ever more diſdain 
Rival on my Throne. 
either fears his Fate too much, 

r his Deſeru are ſmall; 

at puts it not unto the Touch, 

o win or loſe it all. 


I muſt rule and. Govern ſtill, 

nd always give the Law, 25 

have each Subject at my Will, 1 
nd all to ſtand in Ave. =} | 
'gainſt my Battery, if I find | 
hou ſhun*ſt the Prize ſo ſore, 
that thou ſerſt me up a Blind, , 


|| never love the more. 


in the Empire of thy Heart, 4 { 
here I ſhould ſolely be, 

ther do pretend a part, ; | : 
nd dates to vie with mez 

if Committees thou erect, - 10 
nd goeſt on ſuch a Score, 85 
ſing and laugh at thy Negled, | 7 
nd never love the more, ＋ 24 x 


\ 


e. 
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i The Edinburgh Miſelay 
- But if thou wilt be conſtant then, 
And faithful of thy Word, | 
I make thee glorious by my Pen, 
And famous by my Sword. 
Ill ferve thee in ſuch noble Ways, 
al Was never heard before : 
| III crown and deck thee all with Bays, 
| And love thee evermore 


18 The Second Part. 


M* dear and only Love take heed, 
Leſt thou thy ſelf expoſe, 

And let all longing Lovers feed 
Upon fuch Looks as thoſe. | 

A Marble Wall thei build abour, 
Beſet without a Door ; 

But- if thou let thy Heart fly out: 
Ill never love thee more. D 


Let not their Oaths, like Vollies ſhot, 
Make any Breach at all; 

Nor ſmoothneſs of their Language plot 
Which Way to ſcalc the Wall; 

Nor Balls of Wild- fire Love conſume er the 
The Shrine which I adore: 


For if ſuch Smoak about thee fumo, 
I'll never love thee more. 


I think thy Virtues be too ſtrong 
To ſuffer by Surpriſe : 
Which victual'd by my Love ſo long, 
The Siege at length muſt riſe, 


% 
SD, 
- 


Or, @ Colleffion of Poems, &c. 
| leave thee ruled in that Health 
nd State thou was before : rig 
t if thou turn a common-Wealth, 

| never love thee more. 


if by Fraud, or by Conſent, | 

hy Heart to Ruin come, 

ſound no Trumpet as I wont, 

(or march by Tuck of Drum : 

hold my Arms, like Enſigns, up | 
hy Falſhood to deplore, 

i bitterly will figh and weep, 

nd never love thee more. 


do with thee as Nevo did, 
hen Rome was ſet on fire; 
only all Relief forbid, 

It to a Hill retire ; 

ſcorn to ſhed a Tear to ſee 
Spirit grown ſo poor: 
ſmiling, ſing until I dis, 
never love thee more. 


er the Love I bare thee once, 

ſt chat thy Name ſhould dis, 

onument of Marble-ſtone 

e Truth hall teſtiſie; 

every Pilgrim paſſing by, 

y pity aud deplore : . y 

aſe, and read the Reaſon why 

n love thee no more. 
| E 
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We Edinburgh Miſcellany c 
The golden Laws of Love fliall be : 2b 
Upon this Pillar hung, 
A fimple Heart, a fingle Eye, 
A true and conſtant Tongue. 
Let no Man for more Love pretend 
Than he has Hearts in ſtore : 
True Love begun ſhall never end ; 
Love one and loye no more. 


Then fhall thy Heart be ſet by mine, 
But in far different Caſe: | 

For mine was truc, ſo was not thine, 
But lookt like Janus Face. 

For as the Waves with every Wind, 

So ſails thou every Shore, 

And leaves my conſtant Heart behind, 
How can I love thee more? 


The miſty Mountains, ſmoaking Lakes, 
The Rocks reſounding Echo; 

The whiſtling Wind that Murmur makes, 
Shall with me fing Hey ho. | 

The toſſing Scas, the tumbling Boats, 
Tears dropping from each Shore, 

Shall tune with me their Turtle Notes, 
I'Il never love thee more. 


As doth the Turtle chaſte and true 
Her Fellow's Death regrete, 
And daily mourns for his Adieu, 
And ne'er renews her Mate; N 


or, a Collection Re, the 1 
though thy Faith was never faſt; 

hich grieves me wondꝰrous ſore, 
I ſhall live in Love ſo chat, 
That I ſhall love no more. 


4 when all Gallants rides about 
heſe Monuments to view, 
erz2on is written in and out, 
hou traitcrous and untrue ; 

en in a Paſſion they Mall pauſe, 
ad thus ſay, fighing ſore, 

he had too juſt a Cauſe 

ever to love thee more, 


rom Eaſt to Weſt ſhall flee, 

mall record it to thy Shame, 

low thou haſt loved me; 

| how in Odds our Love was ſuch, 

s few has been before z | 

pu loved too many, and I too much; 
hat I can love no more. 


hw >... 


— — 


— 


IL 


ere's nothing in the World can prove 
So true and real Plcaſure, 

perfect Sympathy in Love, 

hich is a real Treaſure. 

E 2 
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The Edinburgh Miſcelamm: 
The pureſt Strain of perfect Love 

In Vertue's Dye and Seaſon, - - 
Is that whoſe Influence doth move, 

And doth convince our Reaſon. 


Deſigns attend, Deſires give place, 
Hopes had no more availeth; | 
The Cauſe remoy'd the Effect doth ceaſe, 
Flames not maintain'd ſoon faileth. 


The Conqueſt then of richeſt Hearts, 
We'll lodg'd and trim'd by Nature, 

Is that which true Content imparts, 
Where Worth is join'd with Feature. 


Fill'd with ſweet Hope then muſt I Kill. 
Love what's to be admired ; 


When frowning Aſpects croſs the will, 
Defires are more endeared, | 


Unhappy then, unhappy I, 

To joy in tragick Pleaſure, 

And in ſo dear and deſperate Way 
T'abound yet have no Treaſure. : 


Yer will I not of Fate deſpair, 
Time oft in End relieveth, 
But hopes my Star will change her Air, 
And joy where now ſhe grieveth, 


or, a Colleftion of Poems, 8c; 
IL 

Nhappy is the Man 

In whoſe Breaſt is confin'd 


he Sorrows and Diſtreſſes all 3 
Of an afflicted Mind, 


he Extremity is great, 
He dies if he conceal, 


he World's ſo void of ſecret Friends, 
Betray'd if he reveal. 


en break afflicted Hearts, 

And live not in theſe Days, p 
hen all prove Merchants of their Faith, 
None truſts what other ſays. 


r when the Sun doth ſhine, 

hen Shadows do appear 

t when the Sun doth hide his Face, 
hey with the Sun retire. 


ne Friends as Shadows are, 
ud Fortune as the Sun; 

y never proffer any Help 
ill Fortune firſt begin. 


il in any Caſe 
ortune ſhall firſt decay, 

they as Shadows of the Sun 
ith Fortune run away. 
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IV. 
pp out my Soul in Main of Tears, 
And thou my Heart Sighs Tempeſt move, 
My Tongue let never Plaints forbear, 
But murmure ſtill my croſſed Love; 


Combine together all in one, 
And thunder forth my tragick Moan. 


But, tuſh, poor Prop, cut Breath, broke Air, 
Can you my Paſſions expreſs ? 
No: rather but augment my Care, 
In making them appear the lcfs. 
Seeing but from ſmall Woes Words do come, 
And great oncs they fing always dumb. 


My ſwelling Griefs then bend your felf 
This fatal Breaſt of mine to fill, 
The Center where all Sorrows dwell, 
The Limbeck where all Griefs diſtil, 
That ſilent thus in Plaines I may 
Conſume and melt my ſelf away. 


Yet that I may contented die, 


I only wiſh, before my Death, * 
Tranſparent that my Breaſt may be, 7 
E'er that I do expire my Breath; ET 

Since Sighs, Tears, Plaints, expreſs no Smart, Op 


It might be ſcen into my Heart. 7 thee 


Or, 4 Colleftion of | Poems, & . 71 
| V. 

AN little Beaſts with Lions roar, 
And little Birds with Eagles ſoar z 3 


ſhallow Streams command the Seas, 
d little Aunts the humming Bees ? 


o, no, no, no, it is not meet, 
be Head ſhould ſtoop unto the Feet. 


VI. 
PITAPH on ing CARL Es I. 


Reat, Good and Juſt, could I but rate 
My Grief to Thy too rigid Fate! 
| weep the World in ſuch a Strain, 
it would once deluge again: 
t ſince Thy loud-tongu'd Blood demands Supplies 
ore from B/ iareus Hands, than Argu Eyes, 
| tune Thy Elegies to Trumpet-ſounds, 
d write Thy Epitaph in Blood and Wounds! 


VII. 


Himſelf, upon hearing what was his Sentence. 


ET them beſtow on ev'ry Airth a Limb; 
Open all my Veins, that I may ſwim 
thee my Saviour, in that Crimſon Lake ; 
en place my purboil'd Head upon à Stake; 


- ͤ—— — — — 


a The Edinburgh MiſteIany;" 
Scatter my Aſhes, throw them in the Air: 
Lord (ſince Thou know'ft where all theſe Atoms 
I'm hopeful, once Thou'lt recollect my Duſt, 
And confident Thou'lt raiſe me with the Juſt, 


LuUcirER's SPEECH 
Out of the Eight Book of Taſſo's Jeuſa 
In Imitation of Milton's Stile. 


UT whilſt the Chriſtian Army labqur'd ham 

With utwoſt Force, to gain their glorious 
Man's pow'rful Foe, to work Deſtruction $kill'd, 
- Mus'd horrible upon their bleſt Attempts. , 
His baleful Eyes with burning Envy rowl'd, 
While Groans and Murmurs ſpoke his inward pi 
As ſavage Bulls, by Grief enrag'd, in Fury 
Range ev'ry Field ; and hoarſe with mighty Rog 
In hollow Thunder bellow forth their Spirits : 
So he, with helliſh Vengance fluſh'd, -contrives 
Fit Means to baffle what they undertake. 
Fool! to imagine he could bring to nought 
The Schemes and Methods influenc'd by Heav'n; 
And by his Malice, rouze the thund'ring Arm 
That, uncontroul'd, from the Etherial Sky = 
Hurl'd him, and his Collegiarc Finds before, 


* 


— 


Or, a Colleftion of Poem, &c. 73- 2 
ith hideous Ruin, hcadlong to the Lake, 
et now, unmindful of that ancient Fall, - 
\gain he ſummons the infernal States. i 
hro' all the dark unfathomable Pit = 
he frightful Trumpet ſounds. The horrid Carts 1 
degions of Sorrow, tremble at the Noiſe: 

hilſt all the Air, with Melancholly preſs'd, | 
lurmur'd the hollow, hideous Strain around, _ 
ot half ſo dreadful roar the noiſy Thunders 

rom claſhing Clouds: Nor Vapqurs, long impriſon'd 

2 ſubteranean Caves, burſt forth more fearful. 

he gloomy Rulers of the vaſt Abyſs | 

n Troops aſſemble, with unnumer'd Forms. 

ch Shape was monſtrous, dreadful to behold. 

ome, crown'd with ſnaly Treſſes, rear'd their Heads; 
me beat the Ground with Hoofs of Horſe and Cattle : : 
Ithers with humane Countenance appear'd, 

ut join'd to winding Serpents all below, 

ſe Rarpeyt there to rhe Convention throng'd, 

au/ and Sphinx, with a Myriad more 

f ghoſtly Forms to be rehears'd by none, 

ith wild Confuſion crowd the ſpatious Hall. 

eat Luciſer, on the infernal Throne, 

ith ruſty Scepter govern'd all the Crew. 

he Alpine Hill, or th' Atalantick Mount 

hat tire the Sight, and lift the Eyes to Heav'n, 
arce ſeem more bulky midſt inferior Rocks, 


han he with Shape prodigious, fits exalted Lg 
Amidſt 


ard, 


0 


vn; 


* 

» 
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A horrid Beard curl'd o'er his mighty Breaſt ; 


Whence Sulpure, Flames, and Floods of Poiſon x 


But Torment, Anguiſh, and Diſdain poſſeſs 


4 7 * 
* # 


Amidſt the huge Tnhabitants of Hell. 

Stern Majeſty his Countenance o'erſpreads, 
Which Terror, Pride, and inward Envy ſwell, 
His flaming Eyes, like dreadful Comets, glare. 


And like a noiſome Gulph his Mouth appear'd 


He ſpoke like Thunder which aſtoniſh'd Hell, 
And order'd Silence thro* the gloomy Bands, 
Huge Cerberus was mute, Corytus ſtop'd, 

The Snakes were huſh, and all with Rew'rence he 
His dreadful Words, that thus exprefs'd his Mind, 


Princes of Hell, and my Coll:giate Porr vs 
Who durſt defy th* Omnipotent to Arms, 
When for your Rights, the ſplendid Thrones of Heavy'n, 
With me ye ſought, and were inglorious, burl'd 
To this dark, filthy, and opprobrious Scene, 
Together here in everlaſting Night ö 
Were doom'd to dwell, deſpair ing to regain 
Our Native Clime ; whilſt the Almighty rules 
Alone, ſecure, and undiſturb'd above, 
Where we with the confirm'd cogenial Minds 
Once ſhar'd the Bliſs of unbeclouded Day. 
Vaſt is our Woe, which yet I wou'd contemn, . 
If one curſt Thought did not corrode my Soul, 
I cou'd for ever forfeit Joys in Heav'n, 
And part with all the Pleaſwe T er felt: 


N | 
or, a Colleftion of Poems, &. 75 
ze whole of me, when I furvey my Seat 
14 with Mankind: A po, degenerate Race 
; ſee vile Duſt exalted 16 ow Thrones, 
xl Worms made Kings, And what diſtrafts me more, 
; if our dreadful Enemy efteem'd 
be bad done too ſmall ſor morte! Man, 4 
darling Son o Death be gave to free 
ruin'd Rebels from deſerved Wrath 
nd pay the Debt contrafted by their Fall. 
n:w victorious o'er the King of Terrors, 
Laue he enters my infernal Realm, 
ſpreads bis ſhining Banners with Diſlain, 
bole T/00ps of Souls, whom we had Captive led, 
bet Triumphant from our gloomy Priſon, 
i, what doth aggravate my mighty Woe, 
earrits on the ancient War, and ſeeks 
jo arr Vengeance on our damned Heads, 
buſt re ignobly here our Time conſume, 
| Aha yields to his prevailing Arms, 
falſe Judea owns his pow'rſul Sway. * 
m' echo to His mighty Name, 
d ev'ry Language fings bis martial Deeds. 
the wide World conveys bis Glory round 
iber bis Fame, and bumble Rey'rence pays, 
Orines and Temples now neglected ſtan : 
Secrifices ani Perfumes are brought : 
Lambent Fires up2n ou Altars blaxe, 


rone before u, proſtrate ſeek for Aid. 
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Eva Hell grows thin, the Roads leſs frequent ſrem. 
And humane Souls ſupply the vacant Thrones 

Of Heav'nly ace. And can we be ſecure ? 

Do no Remains of ancient Fire poſſeſs 

Tour Spirits ? Have ye then forgot the Pow'r 

By which we bravely ſhook the Eternal's Seat 

And almoſt made Omn'potence to yield 

Be roux'd, my cu/ſt Aſſociates, and excrt 

Th* immortal Vignur of your godlike Minds, 

Tour Strength and your Ambition are. no leſs 
Than when the Plains of Heav'n beneath you reel d. 
Why then in Miſchicf are ye grown ſo dull? 

Shall proſperous Chriſtians make the World their own 
Whilſt we ly paſſive in the Shades of Night? 
Haſte, and with all your H.llifh Rage, aſail 

The mighty Foes : Uſe all ingenow Aits 

And open Force to conquer whom we fear, 

Ler ſome in Councils ſow Diſentions wide, * 
Form Parties to conſound their own Deſigns, 

Make Jealouſies, and diſcontent fo reign ; 

In every Heart; Temptations wiſely ſuit, 

And ſtill inflame the Paſſions they indulge : 
Whilſt others, boldly, treach'rou Mins inſpire 

To curſe the Cauſe in which they are embark'd, 
Deſert their Colours, and engage their Fow'r 

And Intereſt to the Ruin of the Army 


That fights the Battles of our vengeful Foe, 


COR CR 
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EPISTLE | 


From a Lady in Edinburgh; to her 
Lo v ER on his Travels abroad. 


A FRAGMENT. 


HO” I conſented firſt, and ſtill approve, 


That you, my Friend and promis'd Lord, _ 
rove „ 


foreign Climes t' accompliſh well your Mind, 

y ſtudying Nature, Breeding, and Mankind: 

et ſach my Temper, ſuch my Weakneſs is, 

blame the Abſence that ſuſpends my Bliſs. 

eaſon and Intereſt offer ſmall Defence, 0 

hen Love and Humour make à fond Pretence. 

our Profit. which (if any Thing had weight) 

'ou'd moſt prevail t endear my preſent State, 

ems inſufficient to divert the Pain 

m doom'd to ſuffer till you come again. | * 
ch Minute ſeems an Hour of dull Delay, 

or are you leſs than cruel while you ſtay. +» . 
like a Turtle for her Mate, 1 mourn, = 
nd make ten thouſand Vows for your Return, 

npanions cannot yield me kind Relief 

nd Looks inflame, not moderate, my. Grief, 
ne, late my Wonder and Delight, 

?p:ars a Deſart ſhaded o'er with Night. 


—_ 
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Since you, the Sun that round a Luſtre ſpread, 


Our gilded Towers, like gloomy Tombs, appear 


And look the Maps to find where Naples lies: 


Is ſeem diſtracted in the Maze of Love. 


* 


* 


Have left our Town, its Pleaſures all are fled, 
To me at leaſt; who can't your Abſence bear 


And dull as Sermons, in a Rake's Efteem, 
Gay Balls and Conſorts, once my Pleaſure, ſeem, 
No Sweets, no Odours now the Garden yields: 
J ſee no Beauty in the ſmiling Fields. 

All Things are nauſeous to my wyward Mind, 
Whilſt T but fancy you are turn'd unkind, 

1 droop, I languiſh when I think how great 
The Diſtance is betwixt us placed by Fate. 

Oft ofer the Seas I caſt my weary Eyes, 


And when I read or hear what Beauties Grace, 
And entertain you in that pleafing Place, 
Jealous that you at laſt unconſtant prove, 


Like my own Ghoſt, with mourning, I'm becom 
Loſt are my Charms, and vaniſh'd is my Bloom. 
Devouring Love hath left me nothing now 
Except my Zeal and Conftancy to you. 

Vet ſooner ſhall rhe blazing Flames deſcend 
Then Hlvia's Faith to Strephon knew an End. 


>; a Colleflion of Poems, &c. 
ROLOGUE to CATO, 


Spoke in GL as6ow May 28th 1719. 


UR Task to Night, ye Sons of Glotta, know, 
} i; Vertue glorious in Diſtreſs to how. 
common Woe to View our Author brings, 
r moyes the Paſſions by their obvious Springs. 
s Cato, awful in his Fall he draws, 
e laſt Supporter of his Country's Cauſe 2 
oly'd to periſh with the Roman State, 
truſt the Gods with his hereafter Fate; 
ing the Favours of a publick Foe, 
even the Life a Tyrant could beſtow. 
godlike Image here is brought to View 
rouſe your Minds, not ſoften and ſubdue; 
warn the Brizeh Youth from Age to Age 
h loze of Freedom, and their native Rage. 
h Word the Hero ſpeaks, d irects what you 
ſuch Conjunctures ought to ſay and do. 
guides the Judgment, while the Breaſt he Warms; 
once convinces, animates and charms. 
o nears him thunder in his Country's Cauſe, . 
| feels not in himſelf what Cato was ? | 
o hears him his revolting Troops upbraid, 
firinks with Horror at their Crimes diſplay'd ? 
bloody Corſe of Meat when he views, 
Death ſo glorious who'd not gladly chooſe ? 
vhen' he counts the Wounds his Boy had gainfd, 


o ſheds not all the Tears himſelf reſtrainfd ? 
Whe 


{ 
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Who can his laſt and dying Struggle ſee, 
The dreadful Cafe to be, or not to be, 
But marks his Steps, and ſoars with him on high, 
Till ſwallow d up in vaſt Eternity? 


B, itont, attend; in Cato's Suff rings ſhare : 
To weep is Weakneſs; but tis Vertue here. 
Yet weep not ſo as to ſuppreſs the Joy 
Should every Briton's Thoughts to Night employ, 
Long in che Book of Fate th“ auſpicious Sun 
That roſe this unhappy Morn illuſtrious hone, 
Reſerv d Heav'n's laſt and nobleſt Gift to bring, 
His Country's Father, and His Peoples King; 
Whoſe Birth this Preſage of His Glory bore, 
The followiug Sun did Monarchy reſtore, 

As if ſo long delay'd by prudent Fate, 

Till one ſhould riſe to fix the Britiſh State, 
The glorious Ends of Government fulfil, 
Protect the Vertuous, and reſtrain the Ill; 
Make Freedom flouriſh, Slav'ry be no more, 
And put a Period to oppreſſive Pow*r. 


Such, Britons, is our Prince; and happy we, 
Who Cato's Vertues join d with Caeſar's ſee. 
Safe in this great Alliance, we diſdain 
A perjur'd Faction, and the Power of Saia. 
To be to Freedom, and your Country true, 
Is all, ye Britons, that remains for you. 
For this we Cato repreſent to charm 
Your Souls, and keep your native Ardor warm; 


2141 
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Or, a Colleftion of Poems, &c. 81 
o rouſe your Paſſions in the generous Cauſe 

ſacred Rights, and Liberty and Laws. 

Verſe can charm, or Vertue can endear, 

here can they better try their Pow'r than here, 
mong an Audience of the Brzt5ſh Youth, 

ading Life's honeſt Arts, and Rul:s of Truth ? 
o rou we ſpeak ; to you theſe Strains belong, 

jo know what Vertue is, and Right, and Wrong. 
h! may they fire your Souls, as well as pleaſe, 

all that's Nritiſh in your Boſoms raiſe; 

ut when our Foes our Country ſhall invade, 

(to's glorious Footſteps all may tread 


pm Thames, and S:yern to the rugged North, 
id Glotta ſend ſucceſſive Forfur's forth; 


t better Fate attend ſuch early Worth. 
A. 


500000985 0900008080200 
PILOGUE to CATO, 


ke in Gr as860w, May 28th 1719. 


ERE wholly freed from Cenſures of the Pit, | 2 
The Stateſmens Spleen, and Criticks ſullen Wit; AM 
les, if you are pleayd, tis all we ask; G | 
bly your Approbation crowns our Tak. | 
jour Diverfion was our chief Intent, * F 
Ms is gain'd, we think our Time well ſpent. I 
N n every Corner B/, Sons repair; 
tient for their Doom from Gage Fair, 


From \ 


A ary of ates A 
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82 
From G!a{gow's Fair, whoſe Empire all muſt on 


The Edinburgh Mien: 


As well the foreign Youth, as Natives born, 
Conqueſts to diſtant Places you extend; | 
They find no Stop, nor know they 2 End. 
We call up all that's Briton in our Soul; 
But ah the Tyrant Love mocks all Control! 
Muſt then your Slighrs ſtill aggravate our Grief! 
Say, charmyng Fair, if we may hope Relief? 
Lucia the Struggles of the Paſſion prov'd, 

And ev'n the vertuous Murcia own'd ſhe lovid. 
Nor did they triumph in a ſingle Life; 

Each vows at Leiſure to be made a Wife. 
Ladies, you have not their Excuſ to plead; 
We have no conquering pow*rful Foe to dread. 
Our GEORGE holds Europe's Balance in his Haul, 
Studying the Glory of his happy Land. 

Abroad glad Monarchs his wiſe Schemes approve; 
Each claims a Share in his extenſive Love. 
Mean while we Subjects of his generous Care 
Th' uncommon Bleſſings of his Reign thus ſhare; I 
Scorning to bow to aiiy——but the Fair, 


EPILOGUE intended far, CAT 


OW we may ſpeaks, fince rogeet Cato's gone 
A Woman may have Leave to, tell her oui. 
Lucy, and Marky, poor Girles ! were ſa copfin'd 
By rigid Rules, they ſcarce durſt ſpeak their Mi 


I 
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Or, a Coleftion of Potmes,” e: 

"0 1 warrant ye, they thought it was a Crime 
To think of Husbands in ſo fad a Timm. 
Poor Creatures! litile did they know or heed 
What Comfort's fitting—in a Woman's Neel; 
But had they as expcrienc'd been as we are, 9 

£2 WM bout Offence——they*d been a little freer q 
Ar leaſt if the Gallants that ſtrut in Plays 
Bchavid, and lov'd like People now-a-days, 
Who walk by Rule, and make Advances {till -- | 


To Women, as they like their Father Will. 
Now Cato*'s Will could have but little int ; 


Good Marcia therefore might have taben the Hint. 


Had the fall'n into any Hands but Jub's, 
ud, The Buſineſs might have met with many Rubs. 


ove; Well, may L die a Virgin, if I be n't, 8 
(and if my Heart miſgives me not I ſha'n't) 
Quite fick te ſce this Roman Way of Wooing ; 
o Wonder, truth, their Empire went to Ruine! 
hen a young Couple fairly come to treating, . 
f both mean well, what boots ſo much debating? 
0h precious Time! ſhould (if a Woman may 
ament loſt Time) be ſpent——a better Way; 
And e'ery the that would not die a Maid, 
luit husband Time, when Husbands may, be had, 
our Pardon, Ladies, I oftend ; tis true 
came not here to teach, or leſſen 3 4 
zut Women oftentimes exceed Commiſſion=— | | 
ly Errand only was a mal petition; 


— 


Fa That 


—ͤ — — — — 
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That wich your Smiles you'd condeſcend to crown 


What the young Sparks juſt now gone off have done Tor h 
Theſe are the free born Britons deareſt Rights; 1 
For theſe the Patriot ſpeaks, and Warrior fights, Expol 


Will add new Brightneſs to this glorious Day ; 


Theſe too, the Younkers ordered me to ſay, | A 
Since ey'ry Month, when you are pleas'd, is My. 


CaTUuLLUs de paſſere mort 
LEsBI1z, imitated. 


1 Cupid- weep, and Nau Tears 
Her roſie Cheeks bedew, 


Weep, all that feel Love's pleaſing Cares, 
Or Cer its Anguiſh knew. 


* R 
The Joy of Lechia's ſofter Hours, 
The Darling of her Eyes, 


Poor Pug, (and was it juſt ye Pow 11) 
A breathleſs Carcaſe lies. 


80 ſweet a Creature well he knew 
The lovely Nymph he ſerv'd, 

Scarce ever from her Lap withdrey, 

Nor from his Duty ſwery'd, 


% 


one For her it was his conſtant Care 
To play his dextrous Pates, 

Expoſe his handſome Shape and Air, 
And all his witty Gaits, 


He's gone the dark and lonely Way . 
Whence none, alas ! return. 


Oh cruel Death ! we own thy Sway 
O'er Mankind abſolute ; 

Yet could '{t thou find no other Prey 
Bur ſo divine a Brute ? 


diy, was it juſt, thus to deyour 
An innocent ſo fine? | 

Oh horrid Inſolence of Pow'r, 
And Fact accurſt of thine ! 


Oh wretched Pug ! for thy Demiſe 
What Sorrow Leila bears ? 

or this ſhe weeps, and her fair Eyes 
Stand gloating all in Tears, 


88 


Or, a Collection of ' Poems, &. 


Cf 
But now, oh black and direful Day? 
Ye Loves, and Graces, mourn; 


2 
_— 
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STR——% FAREWELL |= 
rTYv TH 

barb 
HERMITAGE, E 
vengi 
Sitting upon the Top of Aung 
Ae n fr 
| Mount  Alexan er. 
1 t 
Win this Diverſiry of View, = 
Oft have I wav'd my anxivus Pain; *y* 
When from the Summit I purſue | The | 
The Rock, the River, Wood, or Plain; 2 
Lakes, Mountains, Meads, Fields fertile far and nigh, os 

Divert the cloudy Thought and court the wandring Eye 
We . he Gt 
Imagine then, thou pleſed Abode, * 
E'er while thy Maſter's fond Delight, ry 
Where he was certain to unload oe kak 
His Anguiſh, ſpite of lawleſs Might ; * 
. Think on the Woes our firſt Fore-fathers knew, Mp 

Thruſt out of Paradiſ:, and ſuch he feels for you, 

"© 11. Mt 
Aud you my pretty feath'red Quire, my 
Who ſung each Morn your chearful Lays, * 
& Who could your Patron's Soul inſpire, boy 


To join in your Creator's Praiſe ; 
- 4 . 


. 
hat 
? 


or, a Colettion of Poems, &c. 87 
akon will ye rehearſe your heavenly Notes, 
t your Gorges, and 4 your Throars ? 


IV. ; 
bard'rous unrelenting Throng, 


uts down your Bow'rs with ev'ry Tree, 
renging your melodious Song, — 
Merely becauiſe you ſung for me; | = ; || 
1 from your native Manſions must you fly, ; || 
for your rightful Lord, expelbd as well as I. 


V. 
4! that T ſhould fee an Age, 


Which boundleſs Perjury has brought, 

hat I muſt leave to noiſy Rage, 

The peaceful Labours of my Thought; 

hat Swain ſo void of Sympathy bit grieves, 

think my ſpotleſs Cell, is made a Den of Thieves? 


VI. 
he Groves that Raptures to me gave, 
Contemplating the Works above, 
uſt harbour now each filthy Slave, 
ompos'd of the Reverſe of Love; | 
' follitary pure Receſſes muſt _ 
fer rebellious Hate, and ſlielter Luſt, | 


gh, 


VII. 
e Letcher on each flowry Brink, 
ill hear his fulſome Doxy ſing; 
e Traitors too, with Lab'ring think 
low to withſtand their native King; 


In dying Sighs and Groans aloud, 


ou % = YE \ r 
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. Abominations, of ſuch deep Diſgrace, 


As ne'er polluted yet hat holy Place. 


VIII. 
The * Thickets of yon ſhady Brow, - 
Where wildeſt Creatures freely rang'd, 
No more that Privilege allow, 
So wonderfully Things are chang'd ; 
All muſt pour out their little Lives apace, 
To feaſt the vileſt Sons of humane Rach. 


IX. 
Methinks I ſee that harmleſs Croud, 
Viewing their Murderers around, 


Proclaim the Pain of every Wound; 
Wiſhing him ſafe, who ne'er could ſee them ble. 
Evin to ſubſiſt himſelf, whom they were born to fi 


X. 
And thou my lovely Fountain ſhow, 
For thou could'ſt well inſpire the Swain, 
And make his icy Boſum glow, 
Or cool or quench his raging Pain, 
Tell how the friendly Buſhes ſtrove t? excell, 
To rear a Shade for ſv divine a Well. 


XI. 


— 


— — _ K 


* He fuſſ-r*d us Creature to be kill'd in his Park of 
Alexander . 


Or, a Collection of Pooms, &. 
X&.. 

I revere thy Silver Streams, 

Thy cooling Rills, thy murmuring Noiſe, 
here often with a Health to JamEs, 
Thou could'ſt revive our ſcanty Joys; 
muddy ſtill, if any Wretch begin 
Health to Tyrants, or Succeſs to Sin, 


XII. 
b Argentinu lifts his Head 
With Melancholly in his Look 
hither, O whither art thou fled 
He cries) from the beloved Bruok ? 
this my God-head, till thy Face return, 
| pour out Arſnick, or I'll cloſe my Urn. 


XIII. 
e'er we part let's once remind 
Diviner Powers, as heretofore, 
ie Worthieſt Prince of humane Kind, 
ich all his Faithful to reſtore : 
quaft; with much ado he drank it up, 
faſt his guſhing Eyes ſupply'd the Cup. 


XIV. 

bm I! and ſtraight the wat'ry Sire 
unk down into the reedy Ground, 
eu, ſaid he, I muſt retire; 
n,utter'd with a broken Sound, 
ce thou'rt, for acting juſtly, thus oppreſt, 
> keep thy Fortitude and hope the beſt. 


I, 


* 
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XV. 
And now the hcllifh Bands advance, 
Bent to deſtroy whate'er they meet; 
Lo! while the furious Horſe-men prance, 
Poor Peaſants gaſp beneath their Feet ; 
Yet Cruelty fits ſmiling on their Cheeks, 
To hear the Orphan's Cries and Widow's s 
| XVI. | 
O Heavens! let me remove as far 
If ever Ship ſo far could roll, 
To freeze beneath the Northern Star, 
Or periſh at the other Pole 
F'er I behold ſuch an unnatural War, 
Chriſtians commit what Pagans would abhore, 


XVII. 
What then remains but that I go 


As Argentinus you now bid, 
Since there's a Fate that rules below, 

From whom there's nothing can be hid, 
That Fate can bear me Witneſs of my Heart 


How I have-loy'd this Land, how loth I am to pu 


XVIII. 
Retract not, O my Soul! I muſt 
Perform what Deftiny ordains, 
In Providence I put my Truſt, 
Adieu to Woods, to Hills, to Plains, 
Thou Envy of the turbulently Great ! 
Farewell my ſweet, my innocent Retreat. 
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HOLY OD E,. 
By the ſame Hund. 


I. 
EN I ſurvey this mighty Frame, 
With all its Orbs around, 
till in Motion, ſtill the ſame 
Space without a Bound, 
arious Seaſons. of the Year 
beauteous Order fall, 
t deny a Truth fo clear, 
God mutt govera all. 


II. 

» we find, to the Diſgrace 

f Miſcreants profane, 

ted, pzrverſe, ſtubborn Race, 

no ſcofingly maintain, 

they proſper in their Luſt, 

nd Vertue's Force defy, 

Heav'n approves of the Unjuſt, 

there's no God on high. 

III. 

haughey Man, in Reaſon low, 

mpir'd with the All-wiſa, 

es he can the Secrets know 
Ire from humane Eyes. 


* 
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Could ſhallow Man the Depths explore, 


The Wicked thou permit'ſt to reign 


<4 
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The Godhead were but ſmall, 
The ſovereign Care need be no more, 
And Man might rule the Ball! 


IV. 

But O the providential Spring 

That's paſt all humane Ken, 
Which flows to the minnteſt Thing 

That moves, as well as Men, 
Permitting or commanding ſtill, 

In each thy Pow'rs expreſt, 
And all perform their Good or Ill 

As fits thy Glory beſt, 


; V. 
Why then ſhould Trial of Mankind, 
Which thou doſt here beſtow, 
Exalt a ſublunary Mind, 
Or yet depreſs it low ? 


And bloom but for a While, 
The Righteous only hug their Chain 
Till Heay'n think fit to ſmile, 


| Vl 
O ſacred let not thy Lot, 
Tho- ſeemingly ſevere, 
Male thee ſuppoſe thy Cauſe forgot, 
Thy Croſſes nobly bear 


CJ 
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rho thy Heart has in his Hand, 
Truſt thou his holy Skill, A Et 
as the Feople-as C dp. 
lud turns them. as he will, | 


VII. 
thou who fitt· ti upon the Throne 
of nmient Race, 
doning thy rightful own 
To fill another's Place. 
is a precatrious Thing 
Thy Fate thou do' not ſe, 
who betray'd their Native Kamay, 
Will neyer ſticlt at thee. 


| VII 
Extend thy gracious Hund, 

| haſten Juſtice from above 

To this unhappy Land; 

uy our panting Hearts have Peace, 

And Innocence: reſtore; 

n ſhall our Senate act widr Gras 
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POETS Petition foe Wix 
Addreſs'd to the KI N G6. 


OST Graciqus. neem pleaſe t Saus 
The humble Boldneſs of a Muse. 


A Licence ever was allowd 

To Poets tolerably good: 

And all Men know *tis pretty ny 

Ev'n for the ableſt skilful Bard; 

To manage Pegefus aright | 

When Spurs provoke his airy Flight : : | 
$0 ftrong and ſprightly is the Beaſt, cann. 


3 


As all his Riders have copfeſt, | t Bar 
That when he's touch'd, he ſcampets mad ill, mak 
And almoſt throws us off the Saddle. great 
He keeps no Order nor Decorum, hom 
Zut kicks behind, and drives before him. all © 
Impute it then, S, to the Horſe, 0 lr 
That bears us on his Back by Force, 40 
If we at any Time, uncivil, | n Fo 
Diſturb your Reſt, and play. the Devil? lion 
And if theſe Lines are not in Seaſon, fi: th 
Forgive them. for the foreſaid. Reaſon. e his 


| When Matters are conſidered duly, 
You'll find it is no Wander truly, 
Tho' Poers take a Liberty, 


Whyre'sr the 1 be. 


A 


5 
* 
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Or, a Colleftion-of Poets, & FJ 
filly Snail when trampled on, 

him by whom the Hurt is done 

2s forth its Horns; yea ey'sy Creature 
o all th' Economy of Nature, 

t has the leaſt Degree of Senſe, 

b juſtly up in irs Defence: 

oſ:en when they are too weale 

nge upon their Foes to make, 

call th' Afſiſtance of a Brother, 

din in Friendſhip with another. 4 
Caſe was never contraverted ; 

loyal Subjects, when they ſmarted, 
never ſued for Royal Grace, 

of their Grievance ſought Redreſa. 


cannot then be judg'd a Rudeneſs 

t Bards preſume upon your Goodneſs, 
make our humble Supplication 

greater Mercy in your Nation. 

hom beſide ean we repair 

al our Grievances declare ? 

better can redreſs our Wrongs, 

& our Perſons, and our Songs ? 


n Foes to Apoll) and Parnaſſus, 


arious Ways and Means opprefs us, ; 
f: the K1 NG ſhould know the Matter, 
his Subjects Pain he greater. 


8 therefore beg'd your Majeſty 
cat a favourable Eye 
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6 "(When State Affain allow you Time) 


Upon our undigeſted Rhime; 
And pardon that we write no better, 
Since all our Inſpiration's Water 

For ne'er an Age could truly ſhow yet, 
Without good Mine, a ſprightly Poet. 
*Tis Wine that rouzes up the Mind, 
And makes the Fancy more refin'd. 
Not all the Streams of Helicon 

Have made ſuch Bards as Wine has done: 
And where *tis wanting, *tis no Wonder 
Than we make many a woful Blunder, 
To want of it, the ſad Condition 

Is owing ev'n of this Petition, 

For had we been inſpir'd by Wine 

You ſhou'd have bleſt us for each Line. 
Our Verſes had been fraught with Store 
Of Beauties; as in Days of Yore, 

When Bards the good Falernum bows'd, 
And thus their Wit and Genius rowa'd. 


When great Auguſtus grac'd the Throne, 
sTwas not the Streams of Helicon 
And poor imaginary Drink, 
That made our Sires take Pen and Ink, 
Wich ſprightly Fancies ſoar ſo high 
In lofty Dactyle and Spondee, 
But Wine was the inſpiring Thing; 
*Tis that which only made them ſing. 
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Or, a Colletin of Poems, &c. 
hene'er their Muſe began to flag, 

row lazy, or to play the Wag, 

hearty Bottle put her right, 

xd gave them Warmth enough to write, 


Fe live in other Days, and ſcarce 

n get a Penny for our Verſe, 

» ſhall we then obtain the Carer, 

ich, all Men know, is curſed dear yet? 

r Muſe at beſt but plays the Jade, 

we are forc'd to ſcratch our Head, 

tear our Hair, or rub our Hips, 

prime our Noſe, and bite our Lips, 
pluck our Ears, and ſpoil our Faces | 
ch uncouth Looks, and odd Grimmaces, 
| like a Fellow an the Stool, 

like a merry «Andrew Fool, 

like 2 Quaker without Text, 

a's never with Connection vext, 

on with ſenſleſs Jargon goes, 

til he comes to Here we cloſe, 

wonder then that frequently, 

make our Senſe and Rhime agree, 

re ſtraitned much, and often make 
Verſe up for another's Sake. 

good Divines are termed Leachers, 

get a Crambo fit for—Preachers. - 

s muſt Lovers be of Wenches, 
becauſe they fix on -Benches. 
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Lawyers are Devils call'd and Furies, 
Only for Sake of—Carpus Juris. 
' Phyſicians muſt their Patients kill, 
Good Reaſon why——it ſounds to Pill. 
Whene'er we talk of precious Time, 


The other Verſe will end with-——RKhime, 


And ſcarce we ſpeak of Pipgs ar Fidlc, 


But we'll make up next Ling yigh—Didk. 


Yea, when ve have no more to ſay, 
We often write Eteatera. 


But you will ask what Influence 
Has dd. vet on our Rhime and Senſe ? 
It firſt our Paſſions moderates, 

And this good Harmony creates, 

Now what is Harmony but chiming ? 
And this is but mechanick rhiming. 
From firſt to laſt it then appears 

That Wine the Paront is of Verſe. 

Tho” this be plain, and we at Random 
Cou'd ſay, Quod erat demonſtrandum, 

Vet ſtill to make it ſeem more true, 
We'll give an Inſtance, Sir, or two. 


Horace's Clio never tired 
When with Falernian Juice inſpired. 
Nor cou'd he well without his Glaſſes 
Deſcribe the Charms of lovely Laſſes. 
The ſage Buchanan always wrote well 


When he had drunk a hearty Bottle. 


His happy hundred and fourth Pſalm, | 
Admit'd by Bards in ev'ry Realm, = 
Was the Effect of ſprightly Nr 
Which made his Face and Fancy thine, 5 1 
Few Engliſhmen there are but know * ty wy 
What Rocheſter con'd ſweetly do, OWE, * 
And how his Pipe refus'd to found 
Until he was in Claret drown'd ; ae -4Y 
Bur not to trouble ons en Nat; LY: __ 
Of the ſame Mettal we're all made. 
Now, we'd be caſy with our Lot _ 
If there was no Wine to be got. 
But we obſerve it, and with Pain too, 
That Burgandy and beſt Champagn now, © 
Without all Mercy ſwallow'd down, 
By every Fop, and Fool in Town. 


Unchinking Blockheads, doting Aﬀes | + | 
That never knew or faw Para, _ "x 
Have Money, and profuſely quaff, 9 


Hire Muſick, dance, and proudly augen, 


But will not ſpend one fingle Pence, IM... 
Upon a Bard-—to learn them Senſe, . 


'Twas your Anceſtors Will and Pleaftry | 
To make young Ladies ſtrut at Leifurs, _ 
While by an Act they were debarr'd _ 
From Silks above a Crown the Yard, 
Fathers, 'tis true, approv'd the Ac, 
But all the Fair — the Fact, 
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. ile the freehorn Subjects, ſtrove 


* For Liberty the Friend of Love. 
. Fet this would raiſe your gracious Name 
A And make the Muſes ſound your Fame, 


If by a folemn Proclamation, 


« You'll tell our Caſe to all the Nation; 
For ſtrange Diſeaſes need ſtrange Cures, 


| 8 (Exemple gratis, pocky Whores 
= Are only by mercurial Doſes 


Preſerv'd alive with ſtanding Nofes.) 
And order ftrick, that ev'ry one 


[ 4 To whom your Royal Will is known. 
Shall frankly, and it is but fair, 
Of each Days 2uore only ſpare 


A Bottle for a Poet's Uſe, 


0 To pour Libations to his Muſc. 


Or leaſt the Thing ſhall not ſucceed, 


1 Cauſe it moſt firmly be decreed, 
hat all your Subjects henceforth buy 
Whate'er is wrote in Poetry, 


By this Mean ſhall a Reformation 

Be ſooneſt wrought thro' all your Nation; 
No more ſhall Blockheads drink all Night 
And yet ſay nothing truly bright. 

Wir ſhall begin to ſpread and ſhine, 
Enforc'd by Poetry and Wine, 


i And Poets ſhall no more be poor, 
| „ But have ſufficient proper * 


2 I. * * 7 
* * 
- 


R | * 4 
. 
Or, a Colleflion ar af. -- 
Without Dependance on another, * * 9 


Such as their Patron, Friend, and brother) 
To furniſh them with Meat and . 2 | 
Clothes, and Paper, Pen and Ink, © * 


Yet if in Spite of this your Goodneſs, 2 K 
Our Beaux continue in their Rudeneſs, 
Beſtow on Fidlers, Whores, and Claret, | 
And leave the Poets dry and bare yet,; 
We vow by Phabus and the Mr.. 
By Helicon, and good Champagne, 

That fir d with true Poetick Heat, 

Their Names and Conduct we'll relate, 
Their Characters to all expoſe, 

As Men confederate with your Foes, © 
For ev'ry wretch'd ungenerous Elf, * 
That ſcorns your Poets, ſcorns your ſelf, 
Now may it pleaſe your Majeſty 

To hear this joint and ſerious Cry, 

Cauſe Matters be but as we ſay, 

And your Petitiohers ſhall pray, . 


a c 
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= 10 a very Poring a6 Speculative 


{GENTLEMAN 


By Mr. Hume. 


AL Alt 
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1. 


W. I'm long abſent from your Houſe 
You neer admit my feign'd Excuſe : 

los I muſt tell you, in a Letter, 

» Cauſe fincerely 5 and that's better 

dull Apologies well drefs'd, 

ſl [ Tho' not ſo artfully expreſs'd. 


* 


| 1 Know then, that always when I come 
| | LI find you fitting on your Bum, 
1 | Or lying on a Couch, furrounded 

1 With Tables, Pens, and Books confounded; 

Wipe up in lofty Speculation, 

a. if the Safety of the Nation 
ended on your ploding Head) 

Or as you were entranc'd, or dead. 
ETho' two long Hours, and more, I fir 
ET never learn a Word of Wit: 
For, ſpcechlef all the While, you gaze, 


| 
1 
if 


if 
% 
4 


oy br 

| ! war pore, or wander in a Maze: 
“dußed after your old Way, 
f in ſpite of all tlie Things I ſay. 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &c 
z oft I'm forc'd to kick your Shin, 
make me ſure your Soul's within : 
Crangers when they're at the Door 
: ſtill to knock, or call before 

ey enter there, that they may know 
ether the Folk's at home, or no. 


tow, pray thee, Sir, for what ſhould I 
often in your Company? 

ut Profit or Diverſion can 

ur Silence give to any Man ? 

fort, ere you ſee me again, 

u muſt be fit to entertain: 

r your inveſtigating Skull, | 

4 purge, from all Whim-Whams, your Soul: 
Prejudice diveſt your Mind, 

Abe a better Man, and Friend. 


D 


14 certain dull BEAU at 
the PLA7*-HOUSsE. 


By the ſame Hand. 


HEN on the thoughtlefs Thing I taſt mine Eyes, 
What Scorn and Pity in my Mind did tiſe ? 
once J look'd upon him with Diſd ain, 
mourn'd that ſuch 4 Form ſo little Miou'd contain. 
I 


bs 104 . © © Edinburgh Mifellny :. 
I thought, before his Character I knew, 1. 
He was a wiſe and well accompliſh'd Beau, 
So grave his Looks, fo delicate his Air, 
Judgment and Breeding ſeem'd to center there, 
His outward Shew was pleafing to the Sight, 
And promis'd that his Mind was generous and | brig 


( 
5 it 
ure fr 


tif T 


| "es when I . che charming Ideot ſpeak, 
So blunt his Language, and his Senſe ſo weak, 
N Soon I diſcover'd, thro* his Clay, a Soul 

To Earth ally'd, and, in a Word, a Fool. 
How cou'd I then, with Pleaſure, ſee him'plac'd 
So ne'cr. the Ladies, that the Play-Houſe grac'd ? 


Strange that a Shade ſhou'd for a Subſtance pak, 
That Ladies gaze, with. Pleaſure, on an Afs! 
Since prudent Sages, ſince this World began, 
Ne'er thought that Gold and Cloth did conſtitute 2Ma 


CEC 
ODE xxiii. of ANACREON) aside 
By the fame Hund. 


On Gor v. 


CISERS, ſay, can hoarded Gold - / 
Keep a Man from growing old? 
| Can it Wonders work for Health? 

Then, like. you, I' covet Wealth : : 


- - N 


Or, a Colleftion of Poems, &c. 
it I may remain 
ure from Death, Care and Pain. 
if Treaſures cannot ſave | 
reals from the gloomy Grave: 
the Miſery of Life, 
row, Loſs, Diſtreſs and Strife, 
't be brib'd by all our Store, 
ins our mighty Toil for more. 
my Miſtreſs and my Friend, 
er 'tis my Wealth to ſpend, 
an, in conſtant Rack of Mind, 
ard up Gold to leave behind, 


A 


By the ſame Hand, 


6 I, 
BSERVE, ye Beaus, Belinda walking, 
Notice well her graceful Air, 
1 if ye can but hear her talking, 
en, with me, ſhe's wiſe as fair. 


II. 
onward Charms arc ſuch a Treaſure, 
that ſee them wiſh t* enjoy: 
yet her Mind can yield a Pleaſure 
ime and taſting can't deſtroy. 
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1II. 1 
All our Youth, allow'd to know her, 
Conquer'd by her Shape and Mien, 
Wich Emulation, humbly woo her, 


Proud and happy in their Pain. 7ons 
ng, 
IV. conſi 


Ev'n thoſe, who more, than outward Features nut 
Prize the Beauties of the Mind, 
By her o'ercome, exchange theit Natures, as 
Love triumphs, and Age grows kind. 
eee eee eee 
= 
Poor CLIENT's Complain 


Paraphras'd out of BUCHANAN. 


Allow 

LIN, by Promiſe, being oblig' to pay „ m- 

Me ſuch a Sum, betwixt and ſuch a Day: . * 

I ask'd him; he refus'd it. I addreſt nAec 


Aula the Lawyer: He replied, Tis beſt 
To ſue him at the Law, I'll make him Debtor ; 
Your Cauſe is good, there cannot be a better, 
Being thus advis'd, away to Pere I trudge, 
Pray him, and pay him to beſpeak the Judge. 
Engag'd thus fat; be't better, be it worſe, 
I muſt procced ; and thus I do depurſe, 


a Collection of Pim, &c. 107 
ing Summons, ſigning, ſigneting 

ad Plaiſter and a Paper Ring; 

noning the Principal, and then 

e Witneſſes to lay, Amen ; 

ms (alias Tndorſations) 

ng, Calling, with Continuations ; 
conſulting Aale and his Man, 

nuſt be conſulted now and then) 

ling in the Outter-houſe and Inner 

n to Twelve, then Aulu goes to Dinner; 
ng Bills, for reading them, for Anſwers 
vous than thoſe of N:eromanters, 

ae, for little Aﬀs ; 

Decreets,” And their as large Extrafts ; 

ng; for diſcuſſing of Sup. nſions, 

ft with Lies arid frivolous Pretenſions ; 
yu Lit4ſhizs, and ſuch like Petitions 3 
g and for ſerving Inhibitions ; 

(ump iſings or Adjudications, 

Allowances for Regiſtrations, 

„ many, many other Adi, 
de ſum'd up in one Word P:xtions 
tp:Redly, upon a ſmall | © 
g' d, Colin reduces all. 

un, and Au doth dissgiat 

% and debates it Point by Point. 

at Length's concluded, but not ended. 
eme wonder! Aulus he pretended, 

uſt not be given out at Ren lem, 


wide a ſerious Avi, 


T; 
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Conform to Courſe of Roll; when that „i, for / 
Indeed I cannot tell, nor yet can he. Wiie-cbee 
g 5 det, St 
Thus Aulus hath for ten Years Space extend Un 
The Plea, and further more I have expendelfff d,, 
Vaſt Sums, to wit, for, Waſhing, Lodging, M-. 7. 
Yet ſeldom did I ſleep or eat in Quiet. it be! 
For Coal, for Candle, Paper, Pen and Ink, 
And ſuch like Things, which truly one wo 
Were inſignificant, but yet they're come 


ing? On 
mpoſit 


in Cu); 
In ten Vears Space unto à pretty Sum. ger, Pe 
To Macers, Turn-keys, Agents, Catchpoles, Petes, ales, 1 


Servangs, Sul-ſervents, petty Foggers, Chears ; orty ot 
For Morning-Drinks, Four-hours, Half-gills at Loeb 
To fit their Stomacks for the Fork and Soon, 
To which they go; but I poor Man, - mean 
Slip quietly to th' Earl of Murray's * Iſle, 
We meet again at Two, then to digeſt 
Their Bellyful, they'll have a Gill at leaſt, 
Sometimes a double one; for Brandy- ine 


r my 

be emer 
umſelf t 
call hit 


1 
Can only end the War call'd Inteſtine, _ 499 
For Mum, Sack, Claret, White-wine, Puyl, Bea, 8 
(One hc would have it new, another ſtale, e 1 
Boch muſt be pleas'd) for Pipes, Tobaxo, a a, 
Twiſt, Coffee, Tea, and alſo greaſie Stuff vu” 
Call'd Chocolate, Punch, Carified-Whey, 3 

Wich other Drinks, all which I duly pays * 

5 wk, W 


tis he 


r, a Coleftion of Poems, &. 109 
for Nackets, Roundabouts, Sour-Caber, 

tire-Cheeſe, freſh Butter, Cookies, Baer, 

50s, Saucers, Sheep-heads, Cheats, Plack-pyer, 

;, Lemb-Kernels, and Lamb-Privities, 8 
ers, Oyſters, Muſſels, Wilks, Ne ats-Tongues, 4 
for Leeks, Beer, and Red-herring longs, 
uſt be had, another doth prefer 

* Onions, Oyl, Spice, Vinegar ,, » 
npoſition ! and he's truly ſorry * 

in Cuſpeper”s Diſpenſatory : 

ver, Pears, Plumbs, Cherries, Nuts, Green-Feaſe, 
azles, Purſlain, Turneeps, Radiſhes, 

ory other Things, I have forgot, 

u a Villan if I paid them not. 

er my Affairs at Home ſuſtain 

be emergent Loſs, and cefſant Gain; 

imſelf terms this a double Loſs, 
all him and it a triple Croſſ. 


| theſe Means, my Expence docs ſurmount 
i times, ten times Colin's firſt Account. 
cre that I wholly be bereft, 

little Time and Money to me left, 

the Length reſolved thus to do, 

1 my Debitor and Lawyer too. 

fr this I never will give Credit 

ne Word, if either of them ſaid it, 

ak, Which of the two I'd rather ſhun? 
tis he, *tis he hath me undone, 


. 
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That this may be, (and "tis for this I pray) 


While ſilver Streams ran murmuring bY, 


Nr 


9 * — 4 * A | 4 * 7 8 
5 1 * 
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I've Words from both, yer fad Experience 
That Co/in gives, but Au dearly ſella. 


Th* unwary Reader thinks, perbaps that I 
Have pen'd a Satyre gainſt the Faculty: 
*Gainſt thoſe who by their accurate Debates 
Maint un our Rights, and ſcitle our Eſtates ; 
Who do their very Lags with Pleading ſpent, re 
Us 'gainſt Oppreſors Siſſy to defend, = 
A groſs Miſtake ! for Tl be ſwœrn I do the 
Admire their Parts and their Profeſſion too: cs ſoo 
I wiſh that Law and Lawyers both may thriv, | v. * 
And at the Height of Grandeur ſo errive, 
That in all good Men's Eyes they may ape, 
Like burniſht Gold, both beautifu! and dear, 


Ruſt muſt be ſcour'd off, cobwebs ſwept away. 
©© ©) ©©) @OQ@F ©S) © © EH Ed! 
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Har and N1GHTING! 
By a STUDENT i the Univerſity, iz bis Fi 


WAS in the pleaſans Month of My, 
When Nature's Face look*d freſh and 
Juſt as Aurora overſpread 
The - Eaſtern Hills, with roſy Red; 
That, on a Thorn, melodiouſly, - 


| 


* 
1 
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ire, 


ſweetly warbled out her Note. 


ſo the Swan, before her Death, 
ſweereſt, with her lateſt Breath. 


n from the Mountgias hoary Head 
ungry His deſcends, with Speed, 
thro! the Buſhes flics in Queſt 
eniſon, to breaſt his Faſt. 


the imperial Bird of Jove 


i ſooling down from Clouds above. 


Nightingale, devoid of Fear, 

on: The Hawk was glad to hear; 
ſudden marr'd the Harmony, 

an as he approached nigh. 

n his Claws, without Reſpite, 

ud the Bird, and wing'd his Flight 
to the Craggy Mountains Top, 


re he reſoly%d yo eat it up. 


nod, when he ſteals a Lamb, 


Nightingale, with earneſt Cries, 
{if unto the Hawk applies, 
pleads with Arguments, in vain, 


Laute Liberty again, 
a ſhou'd take Lfe am 


a) nl mae 47 75 
Profit can at all 


ad, ir Hawk, „ Og; 


Or, a Colleftion-of Poems, &e. 
[htingale outſtretch'd her Throat, 


3 to the Den from whence he cam 


t 


4 4-8 
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% Body i % ſmall you fee 

A Breakfaſt ſerycely it would be, 

® Whereas my Liſe would do me good, 

And help to charm the neighbouring Wood, 
Befides, a Thouſand Fow!s you'll find 

langer Sixe, and difſ-rent Kind, 

Mach fitter for you, take my Word, 

Than a poor, filly, harmleſs Bird, 


I beg you Pardon, he replies, 
Good Nightingale, I am more wiſe, 
Than looſe a Prey I have in Hand 
For one I cannot yet command : 
You know that Fiſh, however ſmall, 

1s better far than none av all. 


By the ſame Hand. 


et O® the Fronticr of a Mountain 
Circled with a chriſtal Fountain, 

Au the long and ling'ring Day, 

4 =. Of the * in Sorrow. Mourning, 


. 4 Tax 
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* 
Paſtoral SONG, 


Occaſion'd by the Abſence of his FRI V 


0 
Mlvius, 

Bec. 

His 

is Sire) 


v (he 

h a Fr 
As my | 
bon WA 
ephon Wa 
'ho ha 
And 
Full 
In this e 


dw I lon 
dthing e. 
ill I fe 
he is a 
s own C 
hat is 

Haſt 

Love 
aickly | 


or, a Colleflion of Poems, Sc 


HMvius, lonely, proſtrate lay, 
Becauſe his Heart, 
His better Part, 
is Sirephon was remov'd away. 


II. 
che ſaid) ye Swains, another 
h a Friend, or ſuch a Brother, 
As my lovely Strephon gone! 
ben was a charming Creature, 
hon was the Pride of Nature, 
ho hath left me here to groan, 
And to languiſh, 
Full of Anguiſh, 
In this doleful Scene alone. 


III. 
dw long, and pine with ſighing! 
thing can abate my crying 
ill I fee my Friend again. 
he is a faithful Lover, 
s own Caſe will ſoon diſcover 
hat is my tormenting Pain. 
Haſten homeward, 


Lovely Shepherd, 
aickly leave the Weſtern Plain 


2 


5 — 
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nd runs, 
ler Streng 
utſtrip'd 
he ſeldom 
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TFT ER SYN 
Sept to His 
ER I BE N.8 
With a HA RR taken by his Hous 


in the Country, W 


By the ſame Hand. ys Bog, 

ft ro the 

HILE you, dear Strephon, with unwearied pin all th 
Confin'd within Edina's Walls remain, ut yet fre 
Traverſe the Streets with ſooty Veils o'erſpread, WW! whole | 
Like Miſts, which cloath the aged Mountains or tho” a 
In Search of uſeful Learning, pine away t Length 
With Thought all Night, and Study all the Dy; rung on 


In open Air, at Liberty, I rove, 
Range ev'ry Field, and pleaſurable Grove, 
Rejoyce in Meadows, Woods, and filver Streams, 
Make rural Paſtimes all my darling Themes ; 
Sometimes on River's Brink mine Hours employ, 
And, with my Bait, the Finny Race deftroy ; 
Or, other Times, o'er ſpaciouß Fields, purſue, 
Wich ſtately Houndi, the tim'rous Roe in View. 


V unhap 


Cou'd I, 
lo Length 
deathleſ⸗ 


So t'other Day, when I, en hunting bent, 

To Ratho Fields, with ſprightly Grey-bounds, went, 
This latent Hare, on ſudden, from her Den, 

Starts up, amaz d, and frigked o'er the Plain, 


* 


Or, a Culattium of Poems, d. 1135 
With Glance ſevere, the Hounds eſpy the Beaſt : 

ut Swallow, that doth till prevent the reſt, 

ith haſty Vigour, preſſes on the Prey, 

nd runs, with Aim unalter'd, keen to flay. 

ler Strength, her Beauty, and her Courage too, 
utſtrip'd'em all: For none like her can do; 

he ſeldom mifs'd the Game ſhe did purſue. 


The trembling 7uſs, its outmoſt Force diſplays, 

lips fleet, and often makes an airy Maze; ; 

{ ro rhe Braes, and other Strengths, ſhe bends, 

nd all the Spirit of her Limbs extends. 

ut yet from Swallow 'twas in vain to fly, 

y whoſe ſharp Tusks ſhe was decreed to die. 

or tho' a while the Hound allow'd the Sport, 

t Length the tretch'd, with an inflam'd Effort, 

prung on relentleſs, and purſu'd to Death 

* unhappy Here, now weary of its Breath, | 


Cou'd I, like Mo, paint a Subject right, 

o Length of Time ſhou'd Swallow's Fame benight : 

| deathle(s Songs, her Vertues ſhou'd be known, 

nd my Deſcriptions gain me high Renown : 

d ſing her Race, in my exalted Strains, 

Fuuilſt Hares, deſtroy'd by her, reward my grateful Pains, 


zut in a Letter to my City Friend, 
long Detail, I fear, wou'd bur offend, 
te er I cloſe I may preſume to ſay, 
e alone did win the doubtful Prey; 
H 2 
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That oft ſhe run amông our rural Woods 


Swifter than Ships can ſtem the foaming Floods ; OY 
But never ſhew'd her Vertue more than now _ 


When fie ſecur'd me of this Hat to you. Much h 
( | | In rural 
The Gift, tho” ſmall, aſſures you: of my Love, Enough 
And tells tliat Sylviu. faithleſs doth not prove. And try 
Tho” out of Sight, you're never out of Mind. To Paſt, 
Grant, Heaven, that Swrephon may be juſt ſo kind, And in 
And not forget liis honeſt, Country Friend! 0 No mo 
And when you are relax'd from uſual Toils, But ſoat 
Come live with me upon the rural Spoils. To nob 
If Health and Life are worthy of your Care, Nor thi 
Forſake the Town, and take the open Air. | 
Viciſſitudes the weary Mind regale, Las mi 
But dull Confinement makes a run a Jail. 1 
an ic 
8888 595598990280980309 So well 
9 Had 
(Zut Sti 

[ \ 
e 
1 8 | And at 
Diverſio 
Mr . M— . As ah! 
By the ſame Hand. My Cor 
And th. 


- thee, dear Friend,who prun'd my Aurr'ring Wing But I a 
Inſpir'd my Muſe, and taught me how top I And on 
1 ſend theſe Lines to hail you ſafe return'd To thee 


To Town, where I haye long your Abſence er - To wh 


Or, a Cullection of Poems, &. 117 
Forgive the Rudeneſs of a beardleſs Bard, 1 
And more my Meaning, than my Strains, regard. 
Much have I ſuffer'd by your tedious Stay 
lu rural Scenes, in Summer only gay. 

Enough haſt thou delighted in the Plains, 

And try'd the Lays of the Sicilian Swains. 

To Paſtorals bid now a long Farewell, 

And in Edin love, with us, to dwell. 

No more, with Flocks conſume thy fleeting Hours, 
But ſoar above the Shepherds and their Bow'rs. 

To nobler Heights on lofry Themes ariſe, 

Nor think it Labour that may gain the Prize. 


So mighty Maro, on the Mintuan Plains, 
Firſt ſweetly carol'd with the rural Swains, | (| 
Than ſoar'd in Epick, and obtain'd the Bays | 
So well deſerv'd by his immortal Lays. | 


Had I your Genius, 1, and your Skill, 
(But Strength's not always meaſur'd to our Will.) 
Soon ſhou'd the Muſes in our Iſle revive, 

And at their ancient Character arrive. 

Diverſion, ſhou'd not be my End in Verſe, 

As ah! 'tis yours too much, when you rehearſe. 
Wy Country's Good I'd eagerly purſue, 

And think my Pains a real Pleaſure too. 

But I am young! my Muſe is in her Spring, 

And orfly yer her grateful Lines can bring 

To thee, from whom her Inſpiration came, 

To whom ſhe owes her Being, and her Fame. 

. H 3 Yet, 


its The Edinburgh Miſcellany: | On, 
Yet, with my Years, my Vigour may increaſe, 
Arid better Verſe a Genius may confeſs, 
That's fit to write, and able for the Preſs. 

A Youth may grow a well accompliſh'd Man : 
Yea, cv'ry Poet at ſome Time began. 

Clap but my Cheek, it will afford Delight, 
And when I err, but ſer me in the right; 
Approve at firſt my criminal Eſſays, 


( 
\ 


E Sy 


And, with good Words, correct my Infant Lays; Be 
Perhaps my Bloſſoms may arrive at Fruit, o ſm 
And I may write what may your Judgment ſuit. Ill gv 

Before I die (if Fates preſerve me long) 
Men may be pleas'd with my inſpired Song. — 
So tender Hounds, unable for the Prey, And f 
As Tim 


Unfit for Game, may grow another Day: f 
When Limbs are ſtrong and nimble for the Sport, Their 
To Hills and Dales they'll eagerly reſort, 


„With open Mouth, che trembling Hare purſue, But wh 
And give Delight to the beholding Crew. And 
Muſt 1 

To n 

2 oct R There's 

52 And 

GH To cat 
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By the ſame Hand. 
L 


E Swains that are courting a Maid, 
Be watn'd and inſtructed by me: 
o' ſmall Experience I've had, 
I'll give you good Counſel, and free. 
11. 
he Women are changeable Things, 
And ſeldom a Moment the ſame : 
As Time a Variety brings, 
Their Looks new Humours proclaim. 
III. 
But who in his Love wou'd fucceed, 
And his Miſtreſs's Favour obtain, 
Muſt mind it, as ſure as his Creed, 
To make Hay while the Sun is ſerene, 
IV. 
W Theres a Seaſon to cofiquer the Fair, 


To catch the Occaſion take Care; 
When *cis gone, in vain you'll eſſay. 


Or, a Colleftion of a Poems, &c. 119 


And that's when theyfre merry and gay: 


by 


2 
9 
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C 
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E ©» Proceeds 
3 HE Their W 
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IN THE Reforms 
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UNIVERSITT of Edinburgh. s. 
| Apoll;'s | 
By the ſame Hand. . . 
| | | As Rive 
HILE other Poets diff rent Patrons chuſe, And gr 

In ſervile Flat'ry proſtitute their Muſe, 
For vile Rewards with mighty Labour wait Cou?, 
And court the fickle Friendſhip of the Great, Unbidd 
J hate ſuch Mercinarics, and defign, I owe 
From this Reproach, to free the Art divine, Ity we 
And never Praiſe without Deſert beſtow: 2 
But who, ArHENIANSs, merit more than you? And b. 
To yon, the Glory of our Northern Ifle, on 8 
On whom Mina and the Muſes ſmile, e 
Who beſt can judge, and only yield the Bays, 1 
EAinz's Bards ſhou'd conſecrate their Lays :. 7 
Their boaſted Stream from your rich Ocean pours Fact 
And all the Helicon they drink is yours. YAY 
True ſacred Learning, that diſpels the Night 40 , 


Of Ignorance, by its refulgent Light, Fra 


1 r of 
WT. F 


Or, a Collection of Poems, & r. 121 
Eralts our Souls above the vulgar Throng, 
Glows in our Words, and animates our Song, 
That adds a pleaſing Flavour to Diſcourſe, | 
Proceeds from you, ' as Waters from their Source, 
Their Wealth and Fortune others may impart, 
"WY But they give nobleſt who beſtow an Art: 
WB Tic beſt of Arts, that cultivates the Mind, 
Reforms our Natures, makes our Wit refin'd, 
From your full Spring o'cr Abi gently ſtreams, 
And grateful Acts in juſt Requittal claims. 
Apolls's Sons, who of your Bounty ſhare,” 
By me their juſt Acknowledgments declare, 
As Rivers borrow from the copious Main, 
And grateful glide their Tribute back again, 


— 


Cou'd I in Verſe your wondrous Merits ſhow, 
Unbidden ſhou'd my pious Numbers flow, 
I owe you all I am, and greatly mourn 
My want of Pow'r to make a juſt Return. 
O may ſome abler Bards, with nobler Flight 
And better Skill, do their great Maſters right ! 
Bleſs'd ſhou'd I be to ronze our lazy Youth 
Immers'd in Proſe, and fetter'd in their Sloth, 
To ply their Work, and, in adventrous Lays, 
Excrt th:ir Genius, and exalr their Praiſe. 


Each kind of Laurel Allien doth afford, 
Bards for the Quill, and Here's for the Sword. 
Tho“ Pow'r and Riches fly our lighted Iſle, 
The Muſes look with a propitious Smile. 


Edina 


3 
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dia yields not to Auguſta yet 

For Learning, Senſe, Integrity and Wit. 
In ſpite of our hereditary Snows, 

Our Winds and Ice a noble Fervour glows 
In Scortiſh Breaſts, which, if improven, vyes 
With Engliſh Warmth produc'd in clement Skies. 


Succecding Ages, wond'ring,” ſhall behold 
Our Poets famous as our Soldiers bold: 
Fach Wit with noble Emulation riſe, 

And trace great Maro o'er the chriſtal Skies ; 


With Milton ſhake Heay'ns Throne with loud Alarms, 


And ſet th' Almighty Thunderer in Arms, 
Already they expreſs a generous Flame, 

And look with Rapture at the Poet's Name. 
I think I ſee the ſprightly Youths inſpir'd, 
Their Breaſts with glorious Emulation fir'd ; 
To thoſe rich Gifts which Nature did impart 
They now begin to add the Strokes of Art. 
Harmonious Nnmbers flow from them with Eaſe 
Which ſeem already qualify'd to pleaſe. 

They read the Works of Maſters who excel, 
And, imitating, hope to do as well. 

May kind Apollo, with a fond Delight, 
Indulge his Sons, and animate their Flight ! 
And, ye learn'd Sires, to whom our Arts belong, 
Peruſe our Verſes, and protect our Song. 

A Smile from you will more increaſe our Life, 
Inſpire with Courage, and ſuſtain our Strife. 
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Thus ] 
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Or, a Colleflicn of Poems, &. 123 
zur great Example will affect the Town, ' 

ad force the Crowd to due Compliance ſoon. *) 

ike you, our Country will reward our Flame, 

ad yield the Prize of well deſerved Fame. 

hat's done by Perſons of ſuperior Seriſe 

n leſſer Minds has pow'rful Influence. 


Thus Royal Paterns ev'ry where prevail: 9 
he Subjects follow, with obſequious Zeal: 1 
he ſacred Perſon darts attractive Rays, 

nd Crowds grow loyal, when allow'd to gaze. 


*. 
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By W. HEP BURN. 


HILE you, in fair Auguſte, juſtly great, 

The Father of the Poets now tranſlate, 

nd ſoar aloft on the Mesnian Wing, 

Dur Britiſh Bards inſtructing how to ſing : 

ie to Edina my hard Fate confines, 

Let bids the Engliſh Muſe ſhine forth in Northern Lines. 
| Speak 


* 
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But by ſome fatal Turn of Providence. 


Or, 
But now, 
ſcribe th. 
o be the 
void of 
iſplay the 
ſign to e 
heir real, 


ames not 


Speak Goddeſs, ſince *tis thou canſt beſt rehearf 
Why are my Country-Men ſuch Foes to Verſe? 
Why Wir and Genius are in vain pour'd down _ 
By Heav'n upon this dull devoted Town? _ 
Sure, tis not want of Learning, nor of Senſe, 


While we the Grecian and the Roman Store 
Exhauſt, and foreign Languages explore, 
We're rich abroad, hut Beggars ſtill ar home, 


And know all other Tongues, except our own. 3 
. ' % 


nd every 
ft Reputa 
rom Pheb 
o whom 
tom whe 
n! what 
hn the 
ruh ſuch 
nd, like 
Thro' Re 
nd teach 


4 Speak alſo Muſe, why thoſe that were before 
Companions in wy: Youth, are as no more. 


Phil.ethews, whom almoſt I bluſh to name, 
Whoſe boundleſs Luſt ſcarce twenty ps cou'd 
Lives ſtupidly reſfoly'd t” endure the worſt 
God can inflit on Infidels accurſt. 

A ranting Hero, dreams he is a Wit, 

And proves or dull, or wicked in a Fit : 

At laſt ro meer Ruſticiry ſinks down ; 
Coxcomb when young, in Years advanc'd a Clos 


1.— 
Dn whon 
n him 

nd did 
he Vir' 
heir hi 
Fam'd fe 
He hates 


Cunning Miſander is no more my Friend, 
Whom trifling Arts alone can recommend; 
His Dance, or Song, with an affected Air, 
Inſtead of pleaſing, but diſguſts the Fair. 


Civilis, who was once ſo promiſing, 
Is grown, a poor, polite, inſipid, Thing. 


or, a Colefli'n if Feen, &c. 135 

zut now, my Muſe, a brighter Scene diſcloſe, 
{ribe theſe Men whom ſacred Friendſhip choſe 1 
0 be the ſure Companions of my Life, "7 

void of Envy, Tgnorancc and Strife. 
iſplay their Vertues, and record their Fame, 
ſign to each his true peculiar Name: 
heir real, and not feigned Names rehearſe, ; 
ames not below the Dignity of Verſe. 


Immortal Boyd, whom every Grace adorns, 

nd every Muſe, thy ſelf a Muſe ; nor ſcorns 
Reputation to derive a Part, | 

rom Phebye's Laurel and poetick Art: | 

o whom the tuncful Nine here ſo much owe, 

tm whom with Eaſe harmonious Numbers flow. 

h! what reſiſtleſs Charms your Verſe adorn, © 

hn the young Archers, fairer than the Morn, _ 

Fir ſuch uncommon Turns of Thought you paint, 
nd, like a Komen Triumph, repreſent. 

Turo Regions unexplor'd your Flight you wing, 
nd teach ev'n Engliſh Poets how to ſing. 5 


Lim—n, the Eſculapiz of our Iſle, 88 
Du whom Apollo and the Muſes ſmile, 5 
n him the God beſtow'd his healing Art, 

And did divine, and certain Skill impart. 

he Virtues of all Herbs and Plants he knows, , * 
teir hidden Qualities he wiſely ſhows. 

Fam'd for his Zeal to great Auguſtw's Throne, + 

He hates Prerender's Claim to Kingdoms not his own. 


Or, 
t Heav 
ercy on 
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Next . —. for Converſation fit, 
In whom the pleafing ſocial Vertue: meet. * 
For Candor and Sincerity renown'd, 

In this degen'rate Age fo rarely found, Charmir 
| | Birth 
it Hum: 
ſhate'r ſh 
ow beau 


here Va 


Cates Was once my greateſt, v iſeſt Friend ; 
Alas! he was; now only to commend 


Remains; to raiſe a Monument of Fame, 
And theſe laſt Honours pay unto his Name. 
I with unnymber'd Tears deplore thy Fate, 

Whom Godlike Virtues rexder*d juſtly great : 
Experience has thee humane Nature ſbow'n ; 

The PowTs above are now by Death made knows, 


Sing next, celeſtia] Muſe, the beauteous Throm 


It muſt 
d Yout 
nleſs ſore 
d with 


s dull 

(And may the Graces ſtill attend thy Song) bs at? 
But if each Beauty in E1ina ſhines, 

Thou mak'ſt the willing Subject of theſe Lins; W p.,.. x 

Had'ſt thou an hundred Tongues, they'd all be fou, r 

Unable their juſt Praiſes to reſound. ill for&'d 

le follow: 


In the firſt Rank ſtands Annabel the Fair,” | 
Whoſe Modeſty, and Wit, and Godlike Air, Evin Ell 
My tender Breaſt with vertuous Paſſion fir d, o guard 
But what before was lov'd is now admir'd. 


| | Except f 

| Eliza, in a Flow of Wie and Words, 1 ID 
To Lovers ſtill Variety affords. hh 
Cruel brand turns to Heay'n her Eyes, hen in e 


127 


Or, a Cullaion of Poems, &c. 
: Heav'n is juſt, and ſurely will beſtow 
ercy on none, but ſuch as Mercy ſhow. 


Charming Corian«, not intirely chaſt, 
| Birth and Fortune is below the reſt ; 


it: Humour and Viyacity inſpire 

ſhate'r ſhe does, or fays, and fan the amorous Firg 
ow beautiful were ſolid Vertue here, 

here Vice it ſelf ſo graceful does appear. 


I: muſt be own'd, our Moments ted ious grow, 

d Youth it ſelf is ſpent in empty Show; 

nleſs ſome beauteous ſhe our Heart enſnares, 

4 with unnumber'd Charms beguiles our Cares 
s dull Philoſophy can ſcarce "remove, 

for any Thing, except ſucceſsful Love. 


Pious Tacas, when Elixa's Slave, 

do longer does his fated Kingdoms crave, 

il fore'd at laſt by the Commands of Jove, 
le follows Italy, throws off his Love, 


bs Magna ants Avis et 
o guard our Hearts fram Beauty's fal Charms | 


Except ſuch Breaſts as arc untam*d and rude, 

| others powerful Nas has ſubdu%d, 

Vo does not know the Tranſports of her Reign; 
hen in each others Arms the Lovers lock'd remain I 
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Give me cia to my — Arms ; 
Ev'n pious chaſt Vrenia Id refuſe, 


Aud fair Corinne for my Miſtreſs chuſe. 


Lc ssssödcdnedd dds en 


2 


o F 
7 G E vo 
counts'sl 
By the ſame Hand. 


2 the glorious Subject fires my Breaſt, | 
And my Souls darling Paſſion ſtands confeſt. * 
Beyond or Loves, or Friendſhips ſacred Band. 
Beyond my ſelf, I prize my native Land. 
On this Foundation wou'd I build my Fame, 
And emulate the Greek and Romen Name, 
Think Britain's Peace bonght cheaply with my Blok 
And die, wich Pleaſure, for my Countries Good. 


8 


on * 
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Or, 4 ou. of Poem, . 12% 


2 S E ARE | 


OF THE 


G IL. Oo R Y 


o F 


60D and HEAVEN. 


OW bright, O Lord's, thy Majeſty ain, 

Like Noon-Day Suns, when all thy Servants ſhine ? 
et higheſt Angels, like faint Tapers, glow, 

ith burning Rays where all thy Glories flow. 


If our weak Eyes decline the ſhining Sun, 
ow won'd our dazled Senſe thy BrightneG ſhun? 
ere but thy Preſence in the leaſt diſplay d. 
id in full Luſtre to our Sight convey'd ? 


Our flowing Hairs wou'd into Briſtles riſe 
F 2 ſwift Cherub glanc'd upon our Eyes: 

1 ſhou'd his Wings, in their dread Length ap Page" 
ur frightned Hearts wou'd melt- away with — | 
ut if we law but one ſuperior Beam * 
— ——-—-—ͤ hambly Gina, 
ad tremble till our Joints aſunder part, & 
nd frighted Spirits from our Boſoms ſtart ? : 


5 Thy 
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Thy Throne, O God, is rais'd above the Skies 
Where Heights on Heights, and Worlds of Glory tin 
There, in full Strength, ſhines an eternal Lighe 
And dares the dark Approach of ſable Night. 
There Smiles ne'er languiſh into heavy Glooms : 
Each Scene of Bliſ in conſtant Beaugy blooms, 
Eternal Raptures fill the pleafing Placa, | "1 or Infi 
And Joys unmixed ſhine in ev'ry Face. nd tha! 
What Extaſies tranſport thy raviſh'd Train? 
How bleſt! How great! How glorious is thy Reign} 


What Happineſs do bleſſed Souls enjoy 
Who feaſt on Pleaſures that will never cloy ? 
How ſwest's the Heav'n where Faith in Viſion dic 
Where Hope quite ſwallow'd in Fruition lies? hüt 
Nought can be wanting to compleat the Mid nd flaf 
That makes the Soul inferior Thoughts diſmiſi; 
And ſets the World in ſuch becoming Light y 


That all Things here ſeem horrid to the Sight, 
Caſtles in Ruin ly, and gilded — afright. 


Thick Clouds obſcure the Grandeur of the Place, 
And Masks, © God, diſguiſe thy flaming Face, 
Leſt divine Looks ſhou'd flaſh Mankind to Death, 
And, in a Blaze, burn up the guilty Earth : 

But. ill the ſearching Flame the Veil defics, 
Pierces thro* Night, and dazles in the Skies, 
Lighes up the Heaven in ten thouſand Fires, 
And, with its Beams, the Univerſe inſpires. 


- tn. hs, 
* 
* 


When down thou com'ſt, the ſame indulgent Nod, 
amaynds the Clouds 80 fhade thy bright Abode, © 
hy Glories ſtill the Covering diſdain, + 
\nd juſtle thro* tha /Thickueſi of thy Train. 
Tho' Darkneſs thine aſſum'd Pavilion be, 
The Godhead ſparkles forth with Majeſty, 
or Infinite the Creature is too weak, 
nd that which is unbounded ey'ry Mound muſt bregh, 
Thus thro? its Rival fralK{+the Light be hurl'd, 
Wt the Confuſion of the falling World. 
hen Darkneſs, faltied from its deepeſt Vault, 
hall in the Heav'ns the Sun and Stars aſſault, © 
; once Mount Sha, loft in fearful Smoke, | 
Fhich ſhrin'd thy Preſence when thine Angel ſpoke, 
Whilſt Trumpers ſhrill, and Thunder roaring loud 
nd flaming Lightning durſt the chickned Cloud) 
ook d terrible in Darknefs mixt with Light: 
dreadful Splendor, and amazing Sight! 


b 


B. 


Or, 4 Colleflion of Prem, &.. 131 | 
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On the * Chapter of Josuv= 


0 
5 the ſame Hand. 
BEHOLD the Slaughter of a curſed Race! 
Too full of Sin to ſhare the Acts of Grace! BE 
Whom Heav'n, with unrelenting Fury, flew, 
When Ifrael' Hero, like a Tempeſt, flew Who 
O'er ravag'd Cities of-the conquer'd Land, And 
And o'er each Province ſtretch'd the wide Comm ber 
Till at the Conqueſt Sun and Moon amaz'd And, 
Forgot their Courſe, and on the Carnage gaz'd: ra 


Wond”ring they ſtand, and dreadful Vengance vi 
Yet ſmile with Joy, and noble Actions ſhew, 
When deſtin'd Foes, who blindly them ador'd, 
Were ſtruct with Fear, and ſpoiled by the Sword 
Too great the Succeſs, and too great the Fight, 
Th' Exploit too glorious for the Shades of Night! 


Bleſt diſmal Day ! when, under Heav*ns Comma 
Great Jacob's Seed, with a victorious Hand, 
Againſt the Pagen Enemies appear'd, 
While Zeal for God did bear its own Reward. Chari 
Each Soldier, hearty in the glorious Cauſe, 
Another Sampſon, or a David was 


7 
a "Wo" <> 
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Or, a Collection of Poets, &. 15 
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On the XI. Chapter of Jo HUM 
yy. the ſame Hand. 


REHoLD the 2— of Kings, unite 

To challenge 1-ael and its Lord to fight! 

Who vaunting Numbers to their Frontiers brought 
And felt the Doom their proud Rebellion ſought. 
Abandop'd Fools! th* avenging War to try, — 
And, in the Field, Almighty Arms defy. 52 


See Giant Troops with hideous Woods of Spears, 
Cncen's Champions; and the Nations Fears! 
Mountains Size each one! A Caſtles Height ! | 
In each an Army*%s Force! A Kingdom's Might! yp. 
Their monſtrous Bulk looks terrible afar, | 
Like moving Towers, advancing to the War: 2 
Yet, conquer d, they in haſte inglorious fly, ; 
Or, unlamented, in | Jong Numbers die. ML 


What Strength of gan warlike People ſlain, 
Chariot on Chariots, heap the bloody Plain! 
ſlaughter'd Fleſh fill Merom's purple Streams, 
And Armour hudge with Shafts, like floating Beams, 
hile captiv'd Princes throng triumphal Carrs, 
fetter d Legions crown the guilty Wars. 


— *. 
| 2 
* 


* » * 


For Wives and Gods they fought, but fought in vain, 
Their Hands muſt wear the 1#«Aitfh Chain, 
Or ſoon their Blood victorious Weapons ſtain, 1 
Againſt their Maler, and his hoſt Rec, 


None can engage and fly, without Diſgrace. 
Confederate Powers tan net do Jethb harm 
While ſhielded ſafe by God's Almighty Arm. 


Occaſion d by the Dancing « wo young Tl 


Lapin at the AUTHOR Dan 01 
4. M. 

FOND co foal 15 Graces of che Fair, 88 Br 
I beg'd che Favour ot a lovely, Heir W. 
To how their Skill and Beauties, Ma. Dance. Ar 


But ſoof as they did on the Floor advance, Bo 
Ye Gods! How, were my Spirits, at the Sight, Of 
O'ercharg'd and rayiſh'd with the va Delight? Or 
More glorious cou q not Venus Ebarms, appear: * An 
No humane Mind ſuch ruſhing Joys — 14 bear. Te 
A 4 Sur 
Thus Spule EIT, mighty You! | ** Th 
T' appear to her as he appears above. hs 
The Nymphs Requeſt the amorous God obey d, Wi 
But foon his Thunder burnt th” ambitious Maid, 
”" I 
'T 
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The XIV. Chapter of Is a1 a n's Pro- 
phecy, from Verſe 4. 


Paraphras'd in Blank Verſe. 14 


Great Images are bwdly ſhores in Rhine, 


And the ſhort Kile beſt ſuits the true Sublime, * 34 
ur- 


Warn- now that chund'ring Arm that _ 


This World with awful Might ? And where's that Blaze 
Of ancient Glory, which, with dreadful Luſtre, 
Made Bahn the Queen of Cities reign | 
Bright, as a Comet 'mouglt che twinkling Stars? 
What Pow'r ſuperior has deftray'd her Pride 

And put a Period to long boaſted Greatneſs ? 
Beneath what. helliſh Gloom is all the Light, 

Of late ſo dazling, now obſcur'd and ſunk ? 

Or, doth ſome Charm forſake our wilder'd Fancy, 4 
And ſhow the .Pow'r, that was our Dread before, We 
To have been all the cheating Work of Dreams? } 
dure no——the fickly World yet ſmarting owns | 4 
The Tyrant's cruel Hand ; and Lions Tow'rs, MY 
In Ruin, witneſs to the diſmal Stroak, 

Whilſt we, ſad Captives, mourn our native Land, 


Th' Almighty King hath all theſe Wonders wrought. 
'Tis he, whoſe Love firſt fram'd the dreadful R_ 
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Which chaſtned long his Rebel Sons, who now, 


Repenting, breaks at laſt the Rod in Piece, 
And humbles thoſe that triumph'd o'er our Shame, 


The Scene is chang'd——Bchold the pow'rful Arm, 


Skill'd to inflict new Veng'ance, is caſt down! 
He, whoſe imperial Nod controuPd the Nations, 
Abandon'd, flies an eaſy Prey to Slaves. 

The Earth, of late beneath the Load oppreſt, 
Now eas'd, converts her Sorrows into Joy : 
From, Pole to Pole glad Acclamations ring. 
The Fields look gay ; all Nature now regains 
Its native Pride, and ſmiles at the Deliv'rance. 


The Cedars rear their branching Heads, and fing, | 


While leſſor Trees aſſent to what is ſaid : 

« Since we from thy opprefling Pow'r are freed, 
& Exempt from common Ruin we have ſtood. 
« So may our humble Voice be heard with theſe 
“ Who louder far, with tuneful Tongue, proclaim 
« Th' all-bourtreous Author of our general Good, 


Now Earth is eas'd, But Hell receives the Load. 
Foreboding Horrors ſeize th' infernal Throng, 


With anxious Thoughts perplext, they ſearch the Cauſ, 


Nor when they know it, have they wicht Relief. 
Promiſcuous now they crowd to ſee that Man, 
The Wonders of whoſe Fame already fill'd 

Their Regions. And Hell a While is kept 

In range Suſpence. From many'a Clime reſort 
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Thoſe mighty Chiefs of whoſe great Deeds on Earth 
Men once had loudly ſpoke, But now they leave 
Thoſe Thrones in Hell, where ſtill they perſunate 
Their tyrant Power, and urge their common Woe. 
Unnoted, now they join the yulgar Crowd, 

And while they wait that Man whoſe greater Name 


Eclipſt their Honours, they themſelves forget 
Their ancient rn and ſtiffle all their Pride. 


at Length the wondrous Man in Sight appears, 
But O how chang'd ! 
Some Marks of ancient Honour till he bears: 
His Crown and Scepter, now his greater Shame : 
While, drag'd in Chains, the mighty Hero ſeems 
The loweſt Slave in Hell. Loweſt in Fear. 
Unuſnal Terrors ſhake his daſtard Soul. 
Trembling at every Joint, his palfied Limbs 
Scarce bear his ſpectre Frame. Ghaſtly he views 
Hell's dreadful Coaſt and Legions widely ſpread. 
Again grim Death fits in his meager Looks 
Pale with redoubled Horror, and complears 
His ſzcond Triumph. Hell ſtood long in Maze: 
A While they view the ugly Form, then muſe 
Tne Wonders of his Fame, of which both Earth 
And Hell ſo loud had rung. Convinc'd at 


th, 
Familiar thus they accoſt the hateful Shade. 


Ar: theſe the poor Remainders of that Man? 
te theſe the lateſt Trophies of thy Fame ? 


4 ” 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Glory late, like Metcors ſudden Blaze, 
Pent up within this World in narrow Bounds 
Did ſeek ſome larger Orb? But O what Change 
*Awaits Terreſtrial Glory! None ſo great 

But Death will ſoon reduce. To what Extreme ! 
Where's all thy mighty Power, and greater Threats! 
Abandon'd now, weak even as we thou Rtand'ſ}, 
An humble Slave of Hell. Thy Pomp and Power 
Are buried with thee. And thy Mulicks Voice 
Sleeps in the Grave, where Vermine round thee croyd 
Theſe now th' alone Attendants of thy State: | 
Theſe now thy numerous Troops and faithful Guar, 


While thus we ſee the Scourge of humane Rate 
In Hell ſecur d. Again we view that Height 
From which ſo late he ſhone our greatcſt Dread. 
But now how falln! As if that ſplendid Star, 
Which brighteſt in his Courſe doth ever ſhed 
Selecteſt Influence upon this Earth, 

And leads black Night, or tells th“ approaching Days 
Should he obſcur'd forſake his glorious Orb 

And tumble to this Earth, ſuch was thy Fall, 
Thou haughty Man whoſe fond Ambition ſwell'd 
Above all Pitch of humane Power, Who ſought 
To fix thy Throne above the Stars of God. 
Nor ſhould the higheſt Heavens know the Bounds 
Of thy proud Tyrany ; until poſſeſt | 
Of God's high Throne, alone thou might ſt remain 
The Sov reign of the World. 
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Or, a Collecto of Poems, &c. 135 
But thy ſtrange Fall 
From ſuch pernicious Height bears nor a Curſe, 
That meaſures all thy Pride. A real Hell, 
Large as that Heaven of which N late thbudreim'ſt, 


The ſtricteſt Search of many a curious Bys, 
hall find no Veſtige now of all chat Power 
Which ſhook this Earth, and aw'd the trembling World. 
Whoſe dread Rebukes could blaſt its Joys or Hope 
Could break its firmeſt Bonds, and baniſh Peace 
And every Sweet of Life ; and from whuaſe Wrath © 
No Power could give Relief. Again this Earth | 
Appzar'd like ancient Chaos, 


But as high 
Above all humane Power as late thou "ELF, 
© low this Earth beholds thee now depreſt 
Bneath all worldly Grandeur, or Renowa x 


For while the other Princes of this Earth, A 
" Vith fun'rall Honoum crown'd, ſeem yet coufaſt G 1 
he Sov'roigus of rhe World: Thou art debarrid 1 
\ Place with Mankind. | @ | 


As an uſel:{s Branch | 
orn from the common Trunk uggleRad dies. 
ras the Carcaſe of the rave'nons Wolt, 
Lias exposed, the Joy of every Eye; 
« WF ti! with Heaps of Stones ſant from the Hande 
f every Paſſenger, thou fink at lengrh 


Rubbiſh : Buried with thy own Diſgrace. 
THE 
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THE I'd r 
(alia 
PENITZNT Prue MM" 
Tho' 
Written in a Paſtoral Strain, Icou 
ah! 
By a Bor of Fourteen, The 
R ſacred Nine, a beardles Boy inſpire, — 


1 To ſing of Calia's Charms, and Damon's Fire, Pity 
Long had the Swain with amorous Paſſion burn'd Rerei 


And, unſucceſiful, his Condition mourn'd, Ner | 
When, in a Grove, he found the frowning Maid, At 04 

And finding thus, he preſt her Hand, and ſaid, 
DAMON, Dan 
My charming Celia, why do'ſt thou diſdain wal 
A Heart, that's offer'd by a loving Swain! _y 
Tell me the Reaſon, too too cruel Fair, * 
Why I'm deſpis d, and all my Faults declare ? 2 
dure as no Charms did ever equal thine, 2 

No Love can more than rival this of mine; 

Nor are my Parts and Qualities ſo baſe, Co1 
That I ſhould labour under ſuch Diſgrace. Your 
In ſacred Song, by Fhebas, I'm inſpir'd, | OT 
| By Shepherds courted, and by Nymphs admir'd. And 1 
On me kind Pas propitious hath beſtow'd, For t} 


Fields, Flocks and Fountains, Groves and ev'ry Goa. Let it 
2 Won 


Or, a Colleflion of Poems, & . 141 
Wou'd Calia deign to lay afide her Hate, 

I'd nothing want to make my joy complete, 

(alia whoſe Face a Seythian's Soul might move, 

And in a frozen Boſome kindle Love, 4 
Derides my Paſſion, and makes Offers vain, 

Tho' Spire of all her rigorous Diſdain 8 
| court my Wounds, aud triumph in my Pain. 

Ah! lovely Tyrant, let your Vot'ry know | 
The Cauſe aud Reaſon, why you treat me ſo. 
forget your Scorn, my dear relentleſs Fair, 
F'er, lingring long, I periſh thro* Deſpair, 
Pity ah, pity mine afflited Soul, 

Receive your Servant, and preſerve him whole. 
Ncr longer waſte theſe Charms that were deſign'd 
At once to conquer, and to crown Mankind, 


CALI A. 


Damos (in Fury ſpoke the haughty Maid) 
Wilt your raſh Folly never be allay'd ?, | 
Why doſt thou teeze me thus? I pray forbear, | 
Since I'm reſolv'd to diſregard your Pray'r : 
Or change your Conduct, or endure my Hate. 

ln vain from me thou hop'ſt a milder Fate. 92 


| DAMON, 
Cou'd you not give (cry'd out the Love fick Swain) 
Your fatal Sentence in a milder Strain ? 
You might in Pity ſome Excuſe have feign'd, 
And ſaid at leſt, the Gods have ſo ordain'd. 
For tho“ no longer ' *t'wou'd detain my Breath, 
Yet it wou'd mitigate the Pangs of Death. 


* 
——— —⁊ʒ 


— 


But ah! It ſcems we muſt for ever part, 
Farewell, bus mind you broke a Laver's Heart. 
Adieu, my cxucl charming Nymph, adieu, 
May Heav'n forgive, and always (ile on you, 
Kill'd by your Frowns, to Shades unknown I ga, 
Yer ſhall my Love ſor ever live below. 


Thus ſpolte, in Shades of everlaſting Night, 
The Shepherd firnk in haughty Catia's Sight : 
So drops the Lilly on the verdant Mead, 
(That us'd to raiſe its beauteous blooming Head) 
When o're the Skies Alo rides in State, 
And dans with Force his irrefiftles Head. 


But when the Nymph beheld her Lover's Death, 
She cried, bewail'd, and wou'd recall his Breath. 
For tho? ſhe had with tow'ring Pride ſurvey'd 
His racking Pains, and laught at what he faid, 
An ardent Paſſion in her Boſome glow d: 

She lov'd the Youth, altho' no Love ſhe ſhow'd. 
Such is the Spirit of that fickle Sex, | 
That they delight their Lovers to perplex. 

Such was the Turn of charming Cli.'s Mind, 
She lov'd to be ador'd, yet ſeem'd unkind. 


Bux. now, t00 late, the chang'd her haughty Air, 


Reform'd her Temper, and wou'd lend an Ear: 
With many a Vow, and moſt impatient Cries, 
She ſaid, O Dumen! Lovely Youth, arife, 
Know, charming Swain, thy calia loves like you, 
Altho' ſhe never told ber Mind till now. 


Yet 


or thee 


v deſa1 


5 


Or, a Coleſtion of Poems, &e. 1/70tů 
tall in vain che labours for Redrefi. | 
; 

| 


— 


Her willful Coyneſi hightens her Diſtreſs. 
he throws her Body carelefs on the Ground, 
ad puniſh'd, thus proclaim'd her mighty Wound. 


CALI A, 


Kretch that I am, deſerving endlefs Woe 1 
hat lov'd a Swain, and yet abus'd him ſo; | 
le Siſter Ny mphs take this Ad vice from me, 
hen ye are courted never peeviſh be, | 
declare your Minds, and yeild to ſoft Defires, | | 
ile Cepid's Wings fan up your youthful Fires: 
happy I have loſt a lovely Swain, 
The Pride of all our Caledonian Plain: 

Wor whoſe fad Fate each Shepherd will confeſſ 

n Grief and Tears, there can be no Exceſs: 

nd all that knew the charming Youth will Join 
Their friendly Sighs and pious Tears with mine. 
loy'd like him; yet his Requeſt deny'd, 

nd kept his Hope in languiſh till he dy'd. 

ſet, gentle Shade, whether thou now do'ſt roye 
Thro' ſome bleſt Vale, or ever verdant Grove, \3 
Dae Moment liſten to my Grief and take | 
Tue ſofteſt Vows that Penitence can make. 

or now I bid my Joys a long adieu, 

ne Eyes with Tears ſhall mele away for you. - 

Ir thee a lonely Hermit I'll repair 

o deſart Woods, and tell the Wind my Care. 


Ye ' Oa 


—— TN a 
_— 5 k - 7 hs N a ” fn % © wo = 
\ * I — * 
- * 


- * N. 4 p 
: 


144 The Edinburgh Miſcellany 
On ev'ry Tree that's worthy of the Wound 
Ill ſtamp thy Name, and make the Woods reſound, 
Thy Love which I alas! did once diſdain 

In my poor Heart Impreſſion ſhall maintain. 

No future Charms my Spirit ſhall allure : 

For ever ſpotleſs ſhall my Flame endurc, 

Nor ſhall, unleſs the Fates can do me wrong, 

My Separation from my Dear be long. 

Haſte, lazy Time; diſpatch ye lingring Hours; 
Regard my Wiſhes, O propitivus Powers: 

Send gentle Death, forbid his hated Stay, 

I court his Darts, and meet him half the Way, 


Panthea Lamentation. 
By the ſame Hand. 


O Sacred Phabu thy Aſſiſtance bring, 
Whilſt I the Fate of ſad Panthes fing. 


Panthea loy'd, her languid Eyes confeſt 
The ſecret Anguiſh of her tortur'd Breaſt. 
Strephon, tranſported, ſaw the bluſhing Dame: 
He ſaw, rejoyc'd, and own*d his equal Flame. ] : 
Unpractis'd in the Turns of Female Art, ad . 
The Nymph receiv'd him with a joyful Heart. W 


But 


ä 
1 1 * 


Or, a Colleftion of Poems, &c. 145 
But cruel Fates ordain'd him to be gone 

And leave behind the loving Fair alone, 6 
In hated Scencs, his Abſence ro bemoan. 

Beneath a Eeech, th* abandon'd Virgin laid, 

Expreſs'd her Care, and thus ſhe ſadly ſaid : 


Hard Fate that I ſhou'd ſeparated be 
From one I love, and who loves alſo me. 
[Immortal Pow'rs, what cou'd ſuch Envy move ? 
We're blameleſs both, if 'tis no Crime to love. 
What greater Curſe on Earth cou'd I receive ? 
What greater Signs of Hatred con'd you give 
Than to bereave me of that charming Youth 
Who lov'd with ſuch Sincerity and Truth? 
Who knows but in ſome forcign Shade he lics, 
And, plung'd in Sorrow, for Panthea fighs ? 
What Satisfaction can I ever find 
dard from his Preſence, and to Woods confin'd ! 
No gentle Slumbers ſeal my weary Eyes: 
From me all Joy and Gladneſs ever flies. 
y Cheeks no more their lively Colour boaſt, 
ly Food is loathſom, and my Strength is loſt, -* 
o deſart Rocks, and lonely Shades I go: 
tell the Trees and rufling Winds my Woe. 
m a Grove ſoft Slumbers me ſurprize, 
fore me Strephon's Image doth ariſe : 
{ring with joyous Tranſport to the Place, 
nd ſtrive to claſp it in my cloſe Embrace. 
when awake, I find my ſelf alone, 
' his dear Image with my Slumber's gone, 

K Diſtracted 
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8 


Diſtracted like ſome Bacchanal I rove 


Thro' Rocks and Woods, and Hills and ev'ry Grove. 


My Souls ſo clogg'd with anxious amorous Care, 
It cannot ſend to Heav'n one pious Pray'r. 
Whene'er I chance to ſpeak of any Youth, 

For his, your Name comes quickly from my Mouth 
My fiſter Nympths perceive the mighty Flame, 
And chide me for it, tho? they cannot blame. 
Sometimes I trace your Footſteps to the Shade, 
Where firſt your Vows, where firſt my Love was paid 
Tonch'd with the Sight, I ſet me down alone 
And there lament my lovely Strep hon gone. 

In Spite of me the Tears inceſſant roll, 

And tell the inward Suff'rings of my Soul. 
Nought that. I ſee my wyward Mind can pleaſe, 
Afford Relief, or ſend a Moments Eaſe. 

No Object grateful to mine Eye appears: 

The Plain a dark and gloomy Proſpect wears. 
All Things deriv'd their Charms from him alone, 
And with him all theſe pleaſing Charms are gone. 
So when Apollo leaves the ruddy Skies, 

And dusky Night the vacant Place ſupplies, 

The Shade is uſeleſs, and the flowry Plain, 
Affords no preſent Pleaſure to the Swain. 

No balmy Zephys thro* the Willows play, 

And chryſtal Fountains, unregarded, ſtray 


O cou'd 1 in ſome Deſart wilds be thrown, 
Where never Print of humane Foot was known, 
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There I perhaps might mitigate my Pain: 
4 Happineſs I cannot here obtain. 
For ſtill I'm tortur'd when I view the Place, 
nere once I held you in my cloſs Embrace: 
| ſwoon away when I obſerve the Grove, 
The conſcious Scene of our untainted Love. 
Then to ſome Deſart, hidden Land I'll fly, 
Where never Joy and Company ceme nigh. 
No jovial Pipe, or warbling Lark I'll hear, 
aid ut croocking Raven ſhall delight my Ear. 
| Ye fragrant Wreaths of Hyacimb's adicu, 
The Cypreſs ſhall ſurround my Temples now. 
farewell ye every checker*'d verdant Mead, 
To you the rugged Mountain ſhall ſucceed, 
lavolved in Thought vn ſome old Trunk I'll reſt, 
| ind think how wretch'd Panthee.once was bleſt, 
If Joys revive not, let me wretched prove : 
for what is Life without the Swain I love? 
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MEPHERD'S RECOVERY. 
By the ſame Hand. 


NEN A1 As. 
H , deareſt Damon, why ſo ſad art thou? 
Why ſo dejected, and ſo ſullen now ? 
th ſome fierce Tyger thy loy'd Heifer ſlain, 
worn thy ſportive * on the Plain ? 
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149 De Edinburgh Miſcellany : 


Diſpel your Carc, and tell ſome wanton Tale, be g 
For what can Tears or filent Sighs avail ? Tak 
How can you mourn in this delightful Shade AS 
Buy Nature, for all humane Bleſſings made ? Cau 
Here filver Streams in ſweet Me.mders flow, And 
There, on the Banks, the beauteous Lillies grow, Con 


No Wolves do here our thriving Flocks moleſt, 
Nor Noon-tide Beams with ſultry Heat infeſt, 


DAMON. 


Theſe are the Pleaſures of a Mind at Eaſe, 
When Celza ſmil'd, theſe Things did alſo pleaſe : 
But ſince the perjur'd Maid has proved unkind, 
And givin her Vows and Honour to the Wind, 
No charming Scenes delight my gazing Eye, 
And all my Pipes hang out of Order by. 

I'll go to Woods where ſavage Beaſts repair, 

But ah! Leſs ſavage than the fickle Fair. 

In lonely Wilds, far from her cruel Hate, 
With Wolves and Bears I'll find a milder Fate. 
Yet never, never can I ceaſe to love, 

No Treatment can my Flame from her remove. 


MENALCAS. 


Then who ſhall lead the Ringlet round the Plain, * Ir 
And make the Hills reſound a joyous Strain? 
Unto whoſe Muſick ſhall the Birds give ear? 
Whoſe Notes ſhall make the very Trees draw near? 
Shall one falſe Virgin cauſe a general Grief, 
When there are thouſands to afford Relief! 
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Or, a Collection of Poems, &c. 149 


Be glad, my Damon, caſt that Form away, 
Take up thy Pipe, and for Diverſion play. 

A Song, well choſen, will afford delight, 

Cauſe thee forget the haughty Celza's Spite, 

And make chy Cares at once forgotten be : 
Come, Damon, fing, or take a Song from me. 


DAMON, 


Thy Voice, Menalcas, gentler than the Breeze 
That ſweetly whiſpers thro* the waving Trees, 
\nd more melodious than the warbling Kind, 
U- always to refreſh my mournful Mind. 

Try now your Skill by labouring to divert 
This heavy Load that hangs upon my Heart. 


MENAILC AVS. 


try the Song which Phabw might have made: 
Your Caſe, if it revive you not, is ſad, 


I. 
N © *Twas in a Shade 
© While the Winds play'd, | 
* And the Birds warbled under each Bough : | | 
«© While Fountains flow, 4 
* Murmuring below, 


ain, In my Arms Phillis utter'd this Vow, 
II. 
* Swain when I prove 


*& Falſe to thy Love 
All the wing'd Nation no more ſhall ſing, 
K 3 No 
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c No Leaf ſhall ſhoot 
& Winds ſhall be mute, 
* And not a Murmur heard in the Spring, 


III. 
« Thus did ſhe ſwear, 
© Pleas'd did I hear, 
© But Words of Women, when they are kind, 
& Shoud laſt for ever, 
« Grav*d on a Feather, 
« In the looſe Leaves, the Watcr, or Wind, 


IV. 
« Sweet as the Roſe, 
&© White as the Snows, 
& Like them ſoon faded, ſullied is Woman: 
« Fair like the Moon, 
“ Changing as ſoon, 
© Bright as the Sun, and as the Sun common, 


V. 
& Like the frail Flow'r 
“ (Child of an Hour) 
& Such are her Beauties, ſuch are our Bliſſes; 
« Opening hen blooming, 
*  Gayly conſuming, 
& Eviry Bee ſucks them, ev'ry Wind kiſſes, 


% 


D AMON. 


156 


Ah *tis too true a Character I own, 
And I'm reſoly'd to be abus'd by none. 


A 
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Since Celia's falſe I'll find a kinder Fair, 2 
Tho' if I ſhall, *rwill be prodigious rare. 

If never any Crown my ardent Love, 
Ill take my Pipe, and curſe them all, by Jove. 
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Ox and GRAPES. 
By the ſame Hand. 


S Reynard, that intriguing Sinner, 
Was ranging all the Fields for Dinner, 
He ſpy'd a Vine, whoſe ev'ry Cluſter 
Within was ripe, without had Luſtre. 
The golden Sight his Soul affected, * 
Nor were the proper Means neglected: * 
for tho' the Fruit, upon the Tree, 
At leaſt, were fix or ſevin Foot high, 
He lickt his Lips, he bleſt the Star 
That led to ſuch delicious Fare, | 
And if all Tales be true, I'm ſure, | 
He leapt a hundred Times and more 8 
lo reach what hang'd above his Power. 


* 


* 
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At laſt grown weary, he began 
To think his Labour was in vain 
But ſcorn'd withal to have it ſaid, 
Leſt other Foxes ſhou'd upbraid : 
And therefore, turning Truth to Jeſt, 
The ſly, facetious, greedy Beaſt, a 
Why gaze I here, cries out, ſo ſoon 
At Fruit which won't be ripe this Moon ? 
They're ſowr as Crabs, unfit for me * 
Or any Fox of Quality. 


| 
[ 


* . 


At beſt they may be the Repaſt Th 
Of pyes or Daws that want a Taſte, Ani 
\g! 

REFLECTION. oY 

or 

Juſt ſo J heard a Friend of mine * 
Deſcribe his Miſtreſs all divine. Wa 
But when he found his Hopes were Vain, Wir 
He eat her Praiſes up again: 5 
Lampoon'd the Nymph he lov'd before, * 
And call d her an ili-natur'd Whore, = 
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HoRace's Ode xvi. Book III. 
T.anſlated by Mr, James ARBUCKLE, 


\ THEN Storms the hardy Sailor overtake, 


And Wind-ſwoln Waves on Waves impetuou? 
break 


The Heavins a Pace of direful Horror wear, 

\nd no kind Stars direct him how to ſteer, 

\chaſt he views the gloomy Seas and Skies, 

\nd to the Gods for Eaſe and Safety cries, 

for ſweet Repoſe the rugged Thracian prays, = 
And the tour Parthian fighs at laſt for Eaſe ; 1 
Would gladly buy it, were it to be bought, 

With all the Spoils for which ſo oft he fought, 

ſreaſures, my Lord, and Honours both are vain, 

Alford no ſolid Joy, nor ſoften Pain; | 

o Comfort to the lab'ring Breaſt can yield, = 

With a diſorder'd Mind's fierce Tumults filled, | } 

Nor diſſip.te the Cares that hourly wait 4 

In Palaces and Houſes of the Grear, 

Daly to Levies and to Courts repair 

\mong th' officious Crowds unbidden there. 

Put bleſt is he whoſe Wealth can juſt aftord 

Domeſtick Plenty on a cleanly Board: 

No ſordid Wiſh, no mean Detires controul 

ts gentle Sleep, or warp his even Soul, 
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Why then this great ado, this endleſs Strife 
To make Proviſion for ſo ſhort a Life ? 
Why leave we in Diſguſt our Native Shore, 
And Lands remote and diſtant Realms explore? 
How vainly thus from Place to Place we run, 
When none his greateſt Plague himſelf can ſhun ? 
Cloſe at the Horſeman's Heels does Care purſue, 
And keeps the flying Galley ſtill in View : 
It never ſtops to breath, nor lags behind ; 
Out runs the Stag, and drives before the Wind, 
Who now has Joy, and happy lives to Day, 
To Morrow and its Cares drives far away ; 
Nor virtuous Mirth, tho* I'll betide, forego : 
l Nor perfect Good is to be found below. 
| Death ſnatch'd Achilles quickly off the Stage, 
| While Ththon waſtes away with mould ' ring Age; 
And Fate perhaps will give thoſe Days to me 
It ſhall deny and take away from tliee. 
To thee the Gods, with no penurious Hand, 
Allot fair Flocks, and goodly Fields of Land, 
Brisk Steeds to whirl thy Chariot ofer the Plain, 
And purple Robes to charm the vulgar Train. 
To me, tho” leſs profuſe, indulgent Heav*n, 
Large as my With, a little Farm has giv'n, 
With ſomething of a Genius mod rate ſtrong, 
To riſe in Verſe and ſoar aloſt in Song, 
And Pride enough to think my ſelf above 
The Crowd, and ſcorn their Hatred or their Low 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &c. 


By the ſame Hund. 


HE Ills your Anceſtors have done, 
Romans, the preſent Age ſhall mourn : 
Ince you have made their Crimes your own, 

Tis juſt their Guilt on you return. 


es, you their Puniſhment ſhall bear, 
Till what your Fathers did prophanc, 
ne holy Temples you repair, 


And give the Gods their Shrines again. 


o th' early Piety of Rome, 

while yet an uncorrupted State, 
crive her glorious Riſe and Bloom, 
for on the Gods all Empires wait. 


ken Recollect the dreadful Ills 
The Gods, by us neglected, hurl'd 
mighty Rome's imperial Hills, 


And ſhook the Miſtreſs of the World! 


twice our barb'rous Parthian Foes 
Our inauſpicious Arms controul'd, 

dv ich inſulting Pride expoſe 

Ta: Spoils our Legions wou of old ! 


” ** n 
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V 
Ode vi. Book III. 


While 


700 


While Rome with Rome contending ſtood, 
Unpuniſlfd aimꝭd the Moor his Dart: 

The Dacian Pyrates skim'd the Flood, 

And our Seditions took their Part. 


Fruitful in Crimes, that Age did firſt 
The holy Rites of Love tranſgreſs : 

With Infamy their Off ſpring curſt, 
And left their dubious Heirs at gueſs, 


To this polluted Fountain Head ; 
Impute the Riſe of all our Woes; 

And think you, can thoſe Storms be laid, 
But with the Crimes from whence they roſe ? 


Early the ripe and melting Maid 

Muſt learn her pliant Limbs to move; 
The various Poſtures of her Trade, 

All th' eager Jarks and Springs of Love. 


 Marry'd, her Leſſons ſhe improves, 
Grows up in Wantoneſs as Years ; 

And daily Conqueſts and new Loves 
Are all the Object of her Cares, 


Reſtrain'd by no connubial Awe, 

She ſcorns to keep her Buſineſs dark; 
Or ſilently apart withdraw, 

And tip the Wink upon her Spark. 


e E 
a. "= > n — 
1 . 4 a 
4. X'S 
* * 
* * 


156 The Edinburgh Miſcellany : | 


No; 
An 
dome 


Or 


To tl 

Ga) 
The « 
Clo, 


Twas 
| Mad 
Diſtair 
And 


* * 


Or, a Collection of a Poems, &c. 157 
No; the brib'd Husbaud knows the Lay, 

And with this View his Gueſts entreats, 
dome roaring - Bully of the Sea, 

Or wealthy Merchant from the Streights. 


To theſe for precious Baggatelles, 

Gay Silks, and Rings, and Diamond Pins, 
The careful Tit her Body ſells, 
Cloath'd with the Price of all her Sins. 


Twas not the Brood of ſuch as theſe 
Made the ſtern Grecian Monarehs yield; 
Diſtain'd with Blood tne Tyrhene Seas, 
And won the World at Zamma's Field. 


But Soldiers, of a ruſtick Mould, 
Rough, hardy, and enur'd to bear 

Or Summer's Heat, or Winter's Cold, 
Domeſtick Toil, or foreign War ; 


Who, when they with their anxious Sire 
All Day had ditch'd, or till'd the Ground: 
At Night around a genial Fire . 
in jovial Bowls their Labours drown'd, 


but what does not at Length decay ? 
Our Pattern from our Sires we drew ; 
from their Anceſtors did they, 


And more refin'd Debauchees grew. 
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And douttleſs in a little Space, 

Deriv'd from us, the World ſhall ſee 
A more politely vicious Race 

Than we with all our Skill can be. 
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EPITHAL AMIUM. 
On the MARKIAGE f if ” 
My Lord with Lady g! 
By a young Lane of The Fair Intelledudþ ter 
Club, preſent at the Marriage, that 
ure þ 
FE Muſes, Loves and Graces, now, prepare 
=. © To crown gay Damon and Belinda fair, M Let n 
„ © Of all our Caledonian Plains the Pride, o cro\ 
 * He the beſt Bridegroom, the the lovelieſt Bride 211 | 
| e the 
While Swains and Nymphs in Crowds conyeen to! 
The happy Pair, I will not want my Tale, he Str, 
Bur, with the reſt, in joyous Conſort join, ber; 
And with them Bleffings, noble as their Line. I rhing 
O cou'd I what my Heart contains expreſs. ich W 
I'd fing tlie Charms and Talents they poſſeſs: ds, a 
High as their Merirs, ſpotleſs as their Love, be exer 
My Numbers ſhou'd in St=—s Judgment prove 
Tho' Words are wanting, they that know me , ſoft 
"nn My inward * and Gratitude can tell, to vit 
I p 
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don their Marriage, may auſpicious Fate 
nely Smile, and make their Blifs compleat. 


Let Muſes, Loves and” Graces, now prepare 
To crown gay Demon and Belinda fair, 

df all our Caledonian Plains the Pride, 

e the beſt Bridcgroom, ſhe the lovelieſt Bride. 


e Arts and Vertues that adorn the Mind, 
lprighty Wit, and manly Senſe, are join d. 


her the Gracs of her Sex unite, 


that is lovely and engaging meet : 
ure has thrown its Treaſures, at her Feet, 


him whate'er is generous and refin'd, 8 | | 


ir, Let Muſes, Loves ind Graces, then prepare 
0 crown gay Demos and Belinda fair, 
Fall our Caledonies Plains the Pride 


. 


he Strength and Vigenr of the Midday tins 
ber's Ripeneſs, and the Flow'rs of June, 
. Things, on which the amorous Wars Succeſs 


ich Wives well know and fighing Virgins gueſs) * | 4 
;: Wis, arc lodged in the Bridegroom's Port, _ 
be exerred in th” indulgent Hour. 1 


* 


me e and genele, willing ro be br, 
n the Trens 200 Jong prllith. 
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With beauteous Bluſhes in the Crowd appears, o Ball 
Whilſt long'd for Joys are uſher'd in witch Fears, Wind ſee! 


« Let Muſes, Loves and Graces, then prepare Mice * 
& To crown gay Damon and Belinda fair, | hich B 
& Of all the Caledonian Plain the Pride, * 
« He the beſt Bridegroom, ſhe the lovelieſt Bride 


O may they live, and propagate a Race vas no 
With Damon's Spirit, and Belinda's Face: rom C 
By uſing Time, elude the Ills of Fate, 12 
And ſtretch their Lives beyond the deſtin'd Date! 


eee 


„„ 
By the Jame Hand. 


I, 


ae Damon wounded with a Dart, 
Shot from Belinla's Eye, 

Forſakes the Fields to caſe his Heart 
With Muſicks Melody. 


" 2 * 
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Or, a Colleffion of Pais, &. 
o Balls and Theatres he goes, 
ad ſeeks to ſooth his amorous Woes, 
But all the Means are vain,” 
nce ſprightly Sounds blow up the Fife 
hich Beauty doth at firft inſpire, © 
And raiſe, not cure his Pain. 


161 


1 


' II. 

vas not the Way to be ſecure 
rom Cupid's mighty Bow, 

) ſeek from Phabus Lyre a Cure: 
ut I can tell him how 

rive baſtard Modeſty away 

nd make a daring dear Eſſay, 
To gain the Nymph's Conſent. 


e! 


f is that alone can give you Eaſe: 

eturns of Love will Pains redreſs, 4 
And yield you wiſh'd Content. | i 

4 

At 
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Love at firſt & cn hey 
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PROLOGUEF: 
F 


1 to Plays, are now ſo common gto 
That tho* they muſt. be ſpoke to pleaſe the To 
For fifty bad ones, you will ſcarcely find, 
One to inſtruct or to divert che Mind: 
Our Author therefore, bid me only ſay, 
He wiſh'd you a much better Treat to de 
But vet 
Tho? Subſid ies of Wit he can't "PR 
He'as larded his Supply, with Song and Dance, 
Two Things of late that with a Guſt go down, 
And catch the whole Surprize of all the Town. 
He wou'd have diſh'd up Satyr, but he knew 
*Twou'd offend many, and wou'd pleaſe but fen. 
Beſides, ill Natur's. what he wou'd avoid, 
Leaſt it ſhou'd be againſt himſelf imploy d. 
Leaſt he ſhou'd ſhew his Penury of Wit, 
And he that came to bite, himſelf be bit. 
Ouy Poet therefore will give no Offence, 
Neither to Fools, nor to the Men of Senſe, 


ls 


few. 
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is Faults excuſe, ſince Faults you can't but find: 

nd in return to ſo much Kindneſs ſhown, 

o one that Favours will be proud to own, +» ., » 
|| they can ask he wiſhes to the Fair, * 
ro be rever'd, and beauteous as they are ; 

o his own Sex, but they have all in View, 

hey reach all Happineſs, in ſeeing you. 


NN FEI ee * 
E P I L 0 G UE. 


By the Jane Hand. 


[7ELL — now Ga an Hells 
But this ſame Bard of ours, is ſuch a Rogue, 

lurſt have ſworn he was poſſeſ di to Day, 
Rhimes he cry'd, no, not to ſave my Play; 
Kd his Reaſon why ? *Sdeath Sir, quoth he, 

but to D/ury-Lane, and there you'll ſee, 
y Decorations to amuſe the Town, 1 
ile parting Lovers do their Fate bemoan'; : 

hug, and ſigh, and weep, and fob alone. 
x Tapers, gaudy Clothes, rais'd Prizes too, | 
even the Play thus garniſh'd wou'd not do: 
poyſonous Druggs, by Empericks gilded are, 
trumpets yarniſh o'er unwholſome Ware. 


L 2: While 
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While you with Negligence my Muſe receive Bu 
And but a flender Entertainment give. / 
But look you Sir, ſaid I, the Caſe is plain, ; Mal 


7 


You have no pompous Lines to ſwell the Scene; 
As the laſt Poet did in D, 


No Angels Wings, to ſprout where Serpents grew, A, 
«No Hills, nor Dales, nor Groves of lovely Huc, I lik 
No Vehicles with Milk white Steed's ſo rare, All 
So beautiful, ſo ſweet or D. bonair, or 
With Royal Innocence they may compare, == To 
No Perfumes, Rocks, nor Grotsʒ and ſo forth. Sir, al 
At that the frighted Poet, gan to ſtare, 


Took' up his Heels and left us to Deſpair. 


Now Gentlemen all that I have to ſay, 

Is that you'd pleaſe again to ſee the Play, 

And hear an Epilogue another Day. | 
i 


2 \ 
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| HERE ® no wordly Pleaſure here below, 

| Which by Experience doth not Folly prove; 
But amongſt all the Follies that 1 know, 

The fwecteſt Folly in che World is Love: 


* 999 


But not that Paſhon which with Fools Conſent 
Above the Reaſon bears imperious Sway, 
WE Making their Lifetime a perpetual Lent, 
As if a Man were born to faſt and pray. 
No, that is not the Humour I approve, 
As either yielding Pleaſure or Promotion: 
like a mild and lukewarm Zeal in Love, 
Altho” I do not like it in Devotion; 
or it has no Coherence with my Creed, 
To think that Lovers die-as they -pretend : 
f all that, ſay they, dy, had dy'd indeed, 
Sure long e'er now the World had had an End, 
les, we need not love but if we pleaſe; 
No Deſtiny can force Mens Diſpoſition, 
nd how can any die of that Diſeaſe, 
Whereof himſelf may be his own Phyſician ? 
ur ſome ſeems ſo diſtracted of their Wk, <= 
That I would think it but a venial Sin 
o take ſome of thoſe Innocents that firs 
In Bedlam out, and put ſome Lovers in ; 
et ſome Men rather than incur the Slander 
Of true Apoſtates, will falſe Martyrs prove, 
t I am neither bis nor Leander, 
I'll neither drown nor hang my ſelf for Love: 
ethinks a wiſe Man's Actions ſhould be ſuch, 
Asralways yields to Reaſon's beſt Advice, 
dw for to love too little or too much, 
Are both Extremes, and all Extremes are Vice; 


ove; 
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Or, a Collection of Piems, %e. 165 
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166 The Edinburgh Mi ſcelunyt 
Yet have I been 'a Lover by Report, 

Yea I have dy'd for Love, as others do: 
But prais'd be God, it was in ſuch-a Sort, 
That I reviv'd within an Hour or two. 
Thus have I liv'd, thus have I lov'd till now, 

And find no Reaſon to repent me yet; 
And whoſoever otherwiſe will do, | 
His Courage is as little as his Wit. 


Sage 


On : a WOMAN's Incohſtan- 
cy, and the ANSWER. 


Lov'd thee once, I'll love no more, 
Thine be the Grief, as is the Blame; 
Thou art not what thou waſt before, 
What Reaſon 1 ſhonld be the ſame? 
He that can love unlov'd again, 
Hath better Store of Love than Brain, 
Sud ſend me Love my Debts to pay, 
While Unthrifts fool their Love away. 


Nothing could have my Love o'erthrown, 
If thon had ſtill continued mine 

Vea, if thou had remain'd thy own, 

I might perchance have yet been thine, 


Or; 4 Colleffinn of Pobmes, Rec. 
But thou thy Freedom did recal, 
That if thoutrmight elſewhere Mrhtzl z: ̃ẽ 

And then hoy. could I. but dein 


A Captive's Cavtive to remain ? 


When new Deſires had conquet'd there. 
And chang'd the Object of thy Will; © | © 
It had heen Lethargy in me, 
No Conſtancy, to love the till : 
Yea it had been a Sin to go 
And proſtiture Affection ſo, | 
Since we are caught no Pray'rs to ſay oth | 
To ſuch as muſt to others 7 g 


Py TT 


Ye do chan bia aby Gaines | | 

Thy Choice of his good Fortune boaſt ;- 

neither grieve, nor yet rejoyee, 

To ſee him gain what T have loſt: =_ 
The Height of my Diſdain mall be | | 
To laugh at him, to bluſh for thee, | | 

To love thee ſtill, but go nd more 
A begging at a Beggar's Door. 
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KIN G's Majeſty's Command. 


HOU that lov'd once, now loſt no more, 
For fear to ſhow. more love than Brain 
With Hereſy, unhatch'd before, 
Apoſtacy thou doſt maintain, 
Can he have either Brain or Love, 
That doth Inconſtancy approve ? 
A Choice well made no Change admin, 
All Changes argue Aſter-wits. 


Say that ſhe had not been the ſame, 
Should thou: therefore another be ? 
What thou in her as Vice did blame, 
Canſt thou take Vertue's Name in thee? 
No, thou in this her Captive was, 
And made thee ready by her Glaſs: 
Example led Revenge aſtray, 7 
Wen true Love ſhould have kept the Wi 


True Love has no reflecting End, 
The Object good ſet it at reſt, 
And Noble Breaſts will freely lend 

. Without expecting Intereſt, 


0r, e of Pe . 1 
'Tis Merchants Love, henley arte =o, i 
To barter Love for Love again: 1 £201 Lo 
'Tis Uſury, yea worſe than this, | 9 9 
For Self- idolatry it is. _— 


zen let her Choice be what it will, 

Let Conſtancy be thy Revenge; 

thou retribute Good for Ill, 

Both Grief and Shame ſhall check her Change. 
Thus may'ſt thou laugh when thou ſhall ſes 
Remorſe reclaim her home to thee; 

And where thou beg'ſt of her before, 

She now fits begging at thy Door, 


eee eee 


T HE 7 


PARALLEL 4 


1 
Dun Love of others is but Senſe, 1 
Againſt which Reaſon has ſome Fence; br 


4 


at thou our Reaſon doſt ſubdue, 1 Y 
. "2d it us Captives leads to yon y 
vr nothing can your Charms cxceed, 1 | 
ccpt the Vertues which thom breed, \ Y 


They inaploy Gghd-nad his Darts, 
t without : youndng you gain Heart; 
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Theſe no ſooner begin to burn, eat | 
But in their Flames they find their Urn: * 
But, like the Sun, you warm all here, 15 
And burn but ſuch as come too near. ni 
There Love can ſatisfy but one, 
| Becauſe 'tis Senſe that's doted on; Par 
But ſo infinite your Vertues be, . N, | 
They bleſs as many as you ſee, | 
And ſuch as ſee not. Ferters wear, | HAV 
For Fame does take them by the Ear: BN Too ! 
n WO £1 * Freed 
Wiihes to Mes: and F 8 Cone ba 
Are Liturgys when on you ſpent : Life's 
We flatter them, but cannot ou, » Wit thi; 
For ye make all our Flatteries true: > 2 have ref 
Our Nonſenſe on you's more than Wit, ag ban 
For it is an extatick Fit. ; d thro 
. vet glory not to break poor Hearts, A growi 
= Yout Image will ſhew leſs in Farth, d my f 
| A They Subjects are, let it be ſeen, u out 
4 You're/ not a Tyrant, but 2 . conſtan 
The Tode and Spider they can kill, pfeſen 
But to enliven 's divine Skill. N a er P 
nl «5/1 5 un tor thi 
* Theſe Hearts the Temples are where ve ave fo I; 
4 Do you adore; then muſt it be a cor 
q Great Sacrilege to wrong that Place” v7 1 1 WMP" proud 
Where hangs'the Image of your Face: | Ithout co 


dl | the cold 
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Paraphraſtical Tranſlation of Ovid's 
X. Elegy, Lb. iii. Amoram. 


HAVE too long dura her gullry Scom, 

Too long her Falſeneſs my fond Love has born; 
Freedom and my Wit at length J claim, 

gone baſe Paſſion, fly unworthy Flame, | 
Life's ſole Torment, and my Honour's Stain, 
vit this tir'd Heart, and end my lingring pain: 
have reſoly'd to be my own once more, Fi : 


' banih'e Reaſon to her Rights reſtore, 


d throw off Love's tyrannick Sway, that ſtill 
_  - (incroaching Power. 


growing Shame 1 tee at laſt, tho” late, 

my paſt Follies both deſpiſe and hate: 

4 out my Heart, and let her Beauties move, 14 

conſtant in thy Anger, as thy Love; 1 

preſent Pain ſhall give thee future Eaſe, ö 7 

bitter Potions eure, tho? they diſpleaſe. ö 

for this End, for Freedom more aſſur d, 

ave fo long ſuch ſhameful Pains endur'd, 

e a ſcorn'd Slave before her Door I lay, 

4 proud Repulſes ſuffer'd every Day, 

Ithout complaining ;' baniſht from her Sight, 

the cold nd-F- | | 71." _— 
Ground -I ſpent the tedious Wap | 
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172 The Edinburgh Miſcellany - 
Whilſt ſome glad Rival in her Arms did ly, 
Glutted with Love, and ſurfeited with Joy. 
Thence have I ſeen the tired Favourite come, 
Dragging 2 weak exhauſted Carcaſs home; 
And yet this Curſe a Blefling I'd cſteem, 
Compar'd with that of being ſeen by kim: 
By him diſcry'd attending in the Street: 
May my Foes only ſuch Diſgraces meet. 
What Toil and Time has this falſe Woman coſt ? 
How much of unretyrning Youth has for 1 $2 


How long did I, where Faney led, or Fate, 
Unthank'd, unminded, on her Rambles wait ? 
Her Steps, her Looks were ſtill by mine purſu'd, 
And watch'd by me, ſhe charm'd the gazing Croyd 
My ardent Love, and over fond Defire, 
Has been the Means to kindle others Fire. 
What need I mention ev'ry little Wrong, 
Or curſe the Softneſs of her ſoothing Tongue; 
The private Love-ſigns that in publick paſs, 
Between her and ſome common ſtaring Af, 
The Coquct Arts her faithleſs Heart allows, 
Or tax her with a thouſand broken Vors : 

1 hear ſhe's fick, and with wild haſte I run, 
O fficious haſte, and viſit Importune ; 
Entring, my Rival on her Bed I ſee, 

The politick Sickneſs only was to me, 

With this and more oft has my Love been try'd, 
some other Coxcomb let her now provide, 
To bear her Jilting, and maintain her Pride. 


ond 


a 


or, a Colleflion of Poems, . 173 
' batter'd Bark has reach'd the Port at laſt, 
or fears again, the Billows it has paſt: 

{ your ſoft Oaths, and that ſtill ready Shower, 
ole once dear Words have loſt their wonted Power 
vain you flatrer, I am now no more 

at eaſy Foul you found me heretofore z- 

"er and Love a doubtful Fight maintain, 

< ſtrive by Turns my Ragg'ring Heart to gain: 


t what can long againſt Love's Pow'r contend # 
Love I fear will conquer in the End; 


| do whate'er I can to hate you ſtill, 

xd if I love, know 'tis againſt my Will. 

th' Ox, fatigu'd, ſhuns Ploughmans Yoke to wear, 

a, ſpire of him, the hated Load muſt bear: 

[, to Fury by her Lewdneſs rais'd, 

d often think the madding Fit had ceas'd; 8 

it artful Beauty ſoon that Storm appeas'd ; 

d, ſpire of me, my ſelf I do enſnare, aſs ©4, 

Falſe and Vicious is varniſh'd o'er with Fair, 

th with her and without her I'm in pain, 

| rage to looſe what I ſhould bluſh to gain, 
ain yet at What my Wiſhes aim, 

bath to abandon Love, or part with Fame. 

ut Angel Form ill ſuits a Soul ali Sin: 

de leſs fair without, or more within, 

u thoſe ſoft Smiles my yielding Powers invade, 

Yan I call her Vices to my Aid, | 

now diſdaining the Diſguiſe of Art, 

my Eſteem her Conduct claims no Part : 

Face a natural Right has to my Heart. 


1 
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No Crimes ſo black are, to deform her Eyes, III 
Thoſe Clouds muſt ſcittcr when theſe Suns hall fery 
Enough, fair Conqueror! the Day's your 'own, | 1 
See at your Feet Love's vanquiſh't Rebel throyn, Pity 
By thoſe dear Joys, Joys dear tho” they are pal 
When in the kindeſt Links of Love we held each of hilſt 
By the "IE" Gods your falſe Oaths did * = 
By all thoſe Beauties that inſpir'd Diſdain. * 
ik nc 
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THE ſatisf 


1. 1:4 3 know 
Indifferent Lover. n 
ee i 125 | hams 
oe not your Beauty nor your Wit, Wo 
Which did my Heart obtain, let P. 
No, thoſe could never conquer yet Folly 
Either my Breaſt or Brain ; Love 
For if ye prove not kind to me, ſome 
And true as heretofore, 1 APs 
Your Slave I'll henceforth ſcorn to be, Ga 
Or dote upon you more. 3 
When that I ſtrive your Heart to move, ertue 
The further you refuſe, 2 
Intend ing to increaſe my Love, N 
if that 


My Patience you abuſe ; * 


— 


* 
7 . 


Or, a colettion of Poems, . OY 


|| I go render Love'for Hate, 
ſerve you at Command, 

be induc'd for to intreat 

Pity at your Hand ? 


hilſt you make Nice for to afford 

either Look or Smile, | 
grant me one obliging Word, 
Sorrows to beguile ; 

ik not my Fancy t' overcome 

proving thus unkind, 

ſmoorhing Smile, nor ſhining Frown 

ſatisfy my Mind. 


know the Secreets of your Sex - 

t perfectly ere now, 

n Maidenheads are laid at Stakes, ; 
t Women oft can do, 

let Platonicks play thoſe Pranks, 

Folly I deride, | 

Love at leaſt I will have Thanks, | 

ſomewhat elſe beſide, 


en be ingenuous with me, 
ſhall be with you ; 
all your Actions be as free 
ertue will allow : 
intend to love me ſtill, T 
do it but Conſtraint ; | 
if that Time hath chang'd your. Mind, 
tell me, I'm content. 


I miad 


176 "Te Lins Miley: 
I mind to love, but not to dote, 


I love for Love again; 
And when I know be. 


I'll laugh at your Diſdain: 

If you prove loving, I'll prove kind, 
If true, I'll conſtant be; 

If Fortune chance to change your Mind, 
| I'll change as ſoon as ye. 


Since our Aﬀections then you know 
In equal Terms does ſtand, 
Tis in your Power to love or no, 
Mine's likewiſe in my Hand ; 
Diſpenſe with your Auſterity, 
Inconſtancy abhore, 
Or, by great Cupid's Deity, 
Fil never love thee more. 


The Conſtant Lover. 


HE Adamant doth draw indeed 
Iron, a Thing moſt heavy, 4th 
Bur thou doth draw both Fleſh and Blood, 
All who thee ſees would have thee ; 
When thou does touch, they ſtraight muſt yield, 
Tho they were ne'er ſo witty : 
To ſave thy Dart, there is no Art, 
I never rue I loy'd thee, 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &c. 
hy Body and thy Mind's compleat, 
ure neter framed better; 

Actions all are ſo diſcreet, 
World remains thy Debtor. 
Mold is loſt that did thee caſt, 
uch more thee Pity : 


ill be my Song both firſt and laſt, 
ever rue I loy'd thee. „ I 


ho' thou ſhould ever prove unkind 7 
never ſhow me favour, 

ſtill thou haſt my Heart confin'd, 
Fancy cannot waver ; 

ſtarry Heavens I do atteſt, 
Firmament above me : 

n would I have my Mind at Reſt, 
zou wouldſt ſay thou loy'd me. 
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1ſaſrue from Wo ux x. 1 
d, uE away, do not purſue | 
shadow that will follow you, 'Z 
lighter than a Feather, 
loc, and all together: 
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Such a Creature may be thought 
Void of Reaſon, a Thing of nought. 


Come away, let not thine Eyes 
Gaze upon their 'Vanities ; 
Nor thy better Genius dwell 
Upon a Subject known ſo well; 
For whoſe Folly at the firſt 
Man and Beaſt became accurs'd, 


Come away, thou canſt not find 
One of all that's fair and kind : 
Brighter be ſhe than the Day, 
Sweeter than a Morn in May, 

Yet her Heart and Tongue agrees 
As we and the Aatipodes. 


Come away, or if thou muſt, 
Stay a while, yet do not truſt 
To her Sighs, nor what ſhe (wears ; 
Say ſhe weeps, ſuſpect her Tears: 
Though ſhe ſeem to melt with Paſſion, 
Tis old Deceit but in new Faſhion, 


Come away, admit, thcre be 
A natural Neceffity ; 
Do not make thy ſelf a Slave 
For that which the defires to have. 
What ſhe wil, or do, or ſay, - 
Is meant the clean cautrary Way. ' 


f 
SS - 


Come away, or if to part, 

on from her affects thy Heart; 
ollow on thy Sports and Smile, 
gh and kiſs and play a while; 
ct as thou loves me truſt her not, 
: thou become I knaw not what. 


F 


An AN s w E R. 


TAY, O ſtay, and ſtill purſue, 

Bid not ſuch Happineſs Adieu. 
now*ſt thou what a Woman is? | 

n Image of celeſtial Bliſs: - 

ucha one is thought to be 

he neareſt to Divinity. 


Stay, O ſtay, how can thy Eye 
ed on more Felicity ? 

Jr thy better Genius dwell 

n Subjects that do thus excel? 

lad it not been for her at firſt, 
an and Beaſt had liv'd accurs*d, 


Stay, O ſtay, has there not been 
If Beauty and of Love a. Queen! 
Joes not Goodneſi term a She 
orthy its only Shrine to be ? 
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And where will Vertue chooſe to ly, 
If not in ſuch a Treaſury ? 


Stay, O ſtay, would'ſt thou live free, 
Then ſeek a nuptial Deſtiny ; 
*Tis not Nature's Bliſs alone, 
She gives but Heav'ns, and that in one. 
What ſhe will, or do, or ſay, 
Never from Truth ſhall go aſtray. 


Stay O ſtay, let not thine Heart 
Afflicted be, unleſs to part 
Soon from her Sport, kiſs and play, 
Whilſt no Hours enrich the Day ; 
And if thou doſt a Cuckold prove, 
Impute it not to want of Love. 


+ 5.4 


- . 


On the Lad) Caſt 


HEN Aurelia firſt I courted, 
She had Youth and Beauty too, 
Killing Pleaſures when ſhe ſported, 
All her Charms were ever new, 
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Or, a Collection of Poems, & 
ubtile Time hath now deceiv4d her, | 
Which her Glories did nphold ; 
her Arts can ne'er reprive her, 
Poor Aufeli is growing old. 


hoſe airy Spirits, which invited, 
Are retir'd, and move no more; 
pd thoſe Eyes are now benighted, 
Which were Comets heretofore. 


ant of thoſe abate her Merits, 
et Ive Paſſion for her Name: 
ly kind and am'rous Spirits 
Uundle and maintain a Flame. 


TE 
Inconſtancy Reproved. 


Do confeſs, thou'rt ſmooth and fair, 

\na I might have gone near to love thee, 

not found, the ſlighteſt Prayer 

nat Lips could ſpeak, had Power to move thee ; 
But I can let thee now alone, 

As worthy to be lov'd by none. 


confeſs thou'rt ſweet, yet find 

hee ſuch an Unthrift of thy Sweets, 
Favours are but like the Wind, 

at kiſſeth every Thing it meets; 
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And fince thou canſt love more than one, 
Thou'rt worthy to be lov'd by none, 


The Morning Roſe that uncouch'd ſtands, 
Arm'd with her Briars, how ſweetly ſmells, 
But pluckt, and ſtain'd through ruder Hands, 
Her Sweets no longer with her dwells, 
But Scent and Beauty both are gone, 
And Leaves fall from it one by one. 


Such Fate ere long will thee betide, 
When thou haſt. handled been a while, 
Like fair Flowers to be thrown aſide, 
And you ſhall ſigh when I ſhall ſmile, 
To ſee thy Love to every one 


Hath brought thee te be loy'd by none, 
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PASTORAL ELEGY, 
Sacred to the 


emory of her deceaſt LOVER. 


ayoung Lady, a Member of the Fair Intel- 
cuil Club. 


* 


Beneath the Covert of a rural Shade 
I ſing the young, the dear ADON1s dead. 


E * friendly Swains, who mourn'd Menalcas Fate, 
And beſt deſerye the Bays in «Albion yet : 

firſt Eſſay in paſtoral Excuſe, 

ulge my Genius, and protect my Muſe, 


nd ye, + ſweet Nymphs, who, like the tuneful Nine, 
improve your Minds, in ſacred Friendſlup join, 

h me, in Streams of briny Tears, deplore 

he Young, the dear ADONIS now no more. 
ould 1 vye, in Verſe of equal Strains, 

h Rowe and Fhilips ! Thro' the Br:tiſh Plains, 

ONis Name and Merits ſhou'd be ſpread, 


| all lament, with me, the Shepherd dead. | 
The 


: 3 and W. . +, Members of the 
 Intviletual Cub in Edinburgh. 
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0 
The hollow Rocks ſhould eccho to my Lays, n. 
And chirming Birds in Conſort ſound his Praiſe ; Nut Sep 
The chryſtal Streams in murmuring Mufick ſhoy Y en 
My Tears for fair Apoxis as they flow: ut is n 
The whiſtling Winds ſhou'd bear the News around: She 
And Trees ſtrow all their Honours on the Ground {W\other 
Nature ſhou'd yield an univerſal Groan, This Sw 
And juſtify the Grief my mournful Muſe makes knowl: all! 
: That, m 
Yet tho' I were as muchas they renown'd, ut is a 
Of Skill poſſeG'd with Bays and Laurels crown'd, Wow m 
I never cou'd in due Proportion rate \ Mind 
My Grief with fair AdOx1s carly Fate: et whe 
My Verſe wou“d fail in labouring to proclaim own te 
His Character, and well deſerved Fame. elp me 
| | The you 

"But Paſhon can ſupply the Want of Art 
Nature beſt tells the Language of the Heart. How | 
Let Sorrow then in wild Expreſſions break, i not 
And rudely tell how, for AvoOnis Sake, am I w 
The young, the dexr ADONIS in the Grave, hink } 
I paſs my Days, nor future Comfort crave. 1! hoy 
WW Ver 


O why did I ſurvive the fatal Day ow, wh 
That ſnatched the Pride of all our Swains away! t once 
Why did the Fates ſo late afford ſich Joy, 4p me, 
And then fo ſoon, ſo ſudden thus deſtroy ? 
What living Swain is bleſs'd with equal Grace! 
And who can fill, in all Reſpects, his Place? 


young, 


In deſa 


& here gf 
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„bn may. boaſt of Beauty, and an Air; 

ur Srepbon's Heart was never ſo fincere, 

ys excells in Luſtre of the Mind, 

ut is not half ſo beautiful and kind. 

Dne Shepherd wants his quick engaging Wit, 

nother knows not how to manage it. 

This Swain has got a Genius, but fo dull 

Are all his Airs, he ſeems to want a Soul. 

That, makes a Show of Learning and good Senſe, 
ut is a Stranger to his Eloquence. 

how me a Form ſo lovely and ſo fine, 

\ Mind ſo bright, ſo honeſt, fo divine! 

et whether now are all his Graces fled? 2 
»wn to the dark, the melancholy Shade. 

dp me, ye Nymphs and Shepherds to deplore 

The young, the dear Abos, now n0 more. 3 


How can I call his Image back again, 

14 not be rack'd with a tormenting Pain! | 
ui I with ſweet Compoſure in my Mind, | 
hink how belov'd he was, and how obliging kind? 
\' how I'm pain'd to think how well he lov'd, 
low vertuous, conſtant, and intenſe he prov'd ? 
ow, when our Hop:s were at their pleaſing Height, 
t once they ſunk beneath Death's heavy Weight ? 
4p me, ye Nymphs and Shepherds to deplore 
| yung, my deer ADON1S now 29 mo/e. 


* 


I deſart Shades, which Furies ſtill frequent, 


dere ghoſtly Spectres pitch their driary Tent. 
Where 
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Where rav*nous Beaſts and Birds of Prey abound, 
And rugged Stones o'erſpread the deſart Ground, 
Where Mountains veil'd with everlaſting Snow 
And aged Oaks with hoary Burdens bow, 

Where dreadful Waters roll with hideous Force, E 
And down the Clifts precipitate their Courſe, ( 
Where nauſeous Smells and ſulphurous Vapours riſe 
Where mournful Groans arc heard and horrid crys, 
Where ruin'd Walls, o'ergrown with Hemlock, ſtand 
And caſt their frightful Shadows o'er the Land, 
Where mouldring Bones and Skeletons are ſpread, 
And Rubbiſh looſely in the Entries laid, 

For ever I cou'd, like an Exile, lye 

And know no End of Mourning till I dye, 

If all my Pains cou'd ranſom from the Grave 
So dear a Shepherd, and my Joys retrive. ho 
But cruel Death would ſhut his deaf ned Ears, 


r(7.) 


Scorn all my Gricf, and diſregard my Pray'rs. i long 
Yet ſhall 1 never ancient Love forget, mung 
Nor be unto his Memory ingrate. d plagi 


Unhallow'd Swains ſhall never taſte the Bliss uilty 
Deſign'd for him, and, had he liv'd, been his. 
Oft o'er his Urn my pious Tears I'll ſhed, 
And mix my Aſhcs in it, when I'm dead. 
Mean while, upon his Monument, I'll raiſe, 
This juſt Inſcription to his living Praiſe. 
ile Loving, loved CHLORIS was my Bride, 
Mule for Heaven, in Bloom of Liſe, I dy'd, 
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COUNTESS of 


CONCERNING THE 


Preſent State of Love and PotTry. 


N 
- 
J 


d 


a Member of the Fair IxTLLECTUAL CLys, 


O thee, Orinda, I may ſafely ſend 
Theſe Lines, the ſecret Failing of your Friend. 


here was, alas! there was a happy Time, 
hen Poetry and Love were thought no Crime. 
om Heaven, where all Perfection is, they came, 
{ long on Earth maintain'd an honeſt Name, 
) mungrel Poet ventur'd to rehearſe 

d plague Mankind with his infectious Verſe, 
guilty Lover m the World was known, 

at felt a Warmth he was aſham'd to own; 

ke Nature's ſelf, in pure untainted Joys, 

eir Lives were ſpent; till, fond of idle Toys, 
later Ages, Men debanch'd with Eaſe, 

ty witty, proud, and brake the golden Peace. 
rants in Learning, Law, and Love came 1n, 
the whole World was delug'd o're with Sin, 
ts and Lovers, hard'ned in Offence, 


proy'd their Wandrings from the Rules of Senſe. 
Forgetful 
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Forgetful of their Birth and heav'nly Race, 


Both, by Degrees, their noble Gifts debaſe. 8 
Each, in falſe Colours, decks deluſive Vice, 

Looſes his Vertue, to be thought more wiſe, 

Servants to prompting Luxury and Pride, | v 
They fondly rove upon the wicked Side | 

And Natures chaſt, unerring Laws deride. Or 


But, whence doth all this Depravation flow ? By a 
Are there no Cauſes that produce it now? 

Yes. tho' Corruption ſpreads it ſelf abroad, 

And all Fleſh wanders from the Ways of God, RIGHT 


Tho? carnal Nature is the Spring from whence begin 
Theſe great Abuſes teemingly commence, we ſull, 
Yet while ſuch Locks and Iron 'Bars controul d nous 
Our freeborn Wills, and priſon up the Soul ; In all & 


While hangmen Criticks tolerated are 
To bound the Poets, who are free as Air; 
And while poor Maids by Parents are confin'd, {piciou: 
Condem'd to hide the Longings of their Mind, {WThro' « 
And forc'd to fly the Perſons who can eaſe Ake ev'r 
Their reſtleſs Thoughts, and cure their fond Diſeaſ WF: B/ 
No Wonder then that both their Rights aſſert, And oy 
And, in the Struggle, from their Reaſon ſtart ; 

For all Mankind are naturally bent 


To break rough Laws, and baulk the Government. 2 fro: 
n Nat 
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D 
A 


dN to PHOE Bus, 


On NREW-TEAR's-DAv, 1718. 
By a young Gentleman in the Univerſity. 


| I. 

Riour Phebw, Ruler of the Day, 
begin another Year, 

ne ſullen Shades of Night away, 
4 nought but HappineG diſplay 

In all thy great Career, 


II. 
ſpicious ſmile with Splendor now, 
Thro' Clouds and Tempeſts ſhine, 
ake eviry Minute ſmoothly flow, 
: Britiſh Iſles thy Influence know 
And own thy Pow'r divine. 


III. 
le from thy Orb thou look'ſt around 
On Nations here below, _ 
knowledge none ſo much renoun'd | 
or Liberty and Right are found, 
Which in Conjunction grow. 


7 


\ 
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IV. 
And, in thy radient Journey, own 
That here thou ſaweſt a King, 
The beſt that ever bleſt a Throne, 
Since firſt thy genial Heat was known, 
Or Bards began to ſing. 


V. 
So may the Year this Day doth lead 
Be termed good and great, 
As thou on GEQRGE's Royal Head, 


Celeſtial Gifts, like Beams, doſt Hed, 

And ſtill confirm his Quiet. 
| VI, 

With Spoils of War and Wealth of Peace 
Support his ſacred Throne, 

Crown all his Projects with Succeſs 

And long his happy Days increaſe, 
As thou haſt well begun. 


rg 


VII. 


Aw'd by his Fame, may Nations ſend 
Their Envoys from afar, 
T-> Court the Love of ſuch a Friend, 
On whom both Wer and Peace depend, 
' Whom Angels guard with Care. 
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VIII. 
lake Rebels that refuſe his Sway 
Repent their curſed Crime, 
nd humbly haſten to obey, 
onfeſs their Phrenzy, Tribute pay, 
And be govern'd by him. 


IX. 

jun next, O Phebes, thou haſt ſeen 
A Prince of Royal Blood, 

\ Princeſs born to be a Queen, 
thoſe Equal Jove did nc'er ordain, 
At once ſo Great and Good. 


. 

from faireſt Years and happy Stores 

Of Time, that ſwift doth run, 

ollect the moſt propitious Hours, 

1 pour them on this Privce of ones 
So wortny of a Crown, 


AL 
n WilLELMINA's ſacred Head 
Eternal Sweets diſpenſe ; 
ch Beauty Europe never bred, 


Nor eter adorn'd a Royal Bed, 
Or ever ſhall from hence. 


1 o 
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Fair as her lovely ſparkling Eyes.“ 


Which all Beholders move, 
In Glory, Phebus, now ariſe, 
Own, here ſhe ſhines to your Surpriſe, A 
As bright as thou above. 


XII. by a 
O God of Verſe, and God of Days, 

Let all thy Sons adorn Hate tl 
The Royal Tribe in heav'nly Lays, But mit 
And hand their Merits and their Praiſe ere ſom 

To Children yet unborn. ere no 

k acht hu 
XIV. the ſtill 
Eternal Structures on the Theme, gentle 

May future Muſes rear, | the unw 

While we at preſent ſound their Fame, charm 

The Subject with Delight proclaim, hollow 1 
Nor ſcanty Matter fear. murm” 

N they | 

XV. pleaſing 

We never can exhauſt the Store the indif 

Of ſuch a Loyal Song muſical 
Till thou, O Fhabur, looſe thy Pow'r, reto the 

Forget thy Lyre, and Shine no more rural m 

The heav'nly Thrones among. by the 

| | | vhiſling 


ch does t 
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A Counrtsxry Lies. 


ea STUDENT in the UNIVERSITY, 


Hate the Clamours of the ſmoaky Towns, 

But much admire the Bliſs of rural Clowns 

ere ſome Remains of Innocence appear, 

ere no rude Noiſe inſults the liſt'ning Ear; 

acht bur ſoft Zephyrs whiſp'ring thro* the Trees, 
the ſtill Humming of the painful Bees ; 

gentle Murmurs of a purling Rill, 

the unweary'd chirping of the Drill ; 

charming Harmony of warbling Birds, 

hollow Lowings of the grazing Herds; 
murm'ring Stock-Doves melancholly Coo 

n they their loved Mates lament or woo z 
pleaſing Bleatings of the tender Lambs, 

the indiſtinct mum'ling of their Dames; 

muſical Diſcord of chiding Hounds, 

to the echoing Hill or Rock reſounds z 

rural mournful Songs of love-fick Swains, 

eby they ſooth their raging am'rous Pains z 
viiſling Mufick of the lagging Plough, 

ch does the Strength of drooping Beaſts renew. 


N And 
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And as the Country rings with pleaſant Sounds, Ther 
so with delightful Proſpects it abounds : Then 
Thro' ev'ry Seaſon of the ſliding Year, Keen 
Unto the raviſh'd Sight new Scenes appear. Arreſ 

In the ſweet Spring the Suns prolifick Ray Ho 
Does painted Flow'rs to the mild Air diſplay And, 
Then op'ning Buds, then tender Herbs are fecn, 

And the bare Fields arc all array'd in Green. Has 
May 1 
In rip'ning Summer, the full loaden Vales Anden 
Gives proſpect of Imployment for the Flails, Which 
Each Breath of Wind the bearded Groves makes ben He at 
Which ſeems the fatal Sickle ro portend. Then | 
And w 
In Autumn, that repays the Lab'rers Pains, May d 
Reapers ſweep down the Honours of the Plains. 
| Then 


Anon black Winter from the frozen North With a 
Its Treaſuries of Snow and Hail pours forth ; 
Then ſtormy Winds blow chro' the hazy Sky, 
In Deſolation Nature feems to ly. 

The unſtain'd Snow from che full Clouds deſcend 
Whoſe ſparkling Luftre open Eyes offends. 
In Maiden-white the glit'ring Fields do Hine, 
Then bleating Flocks for want of Food repine, 
With wirher'd Eyes they Tee all Show around, 
And with their ForeFeer paw and ſcrap the Gn 
They chearfuſly do crop th' infipid Grafs 
The Shepherds, ghing, cry, Alas! Alas! 
3 * 
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Then pinching Want the wildeſt Beaſt does tame. 
Then Huntſmen on the Snow do trace their Games 
Keen Froſt then turns the liquid Lakes to Glas, 
Arreſts the dancing Riv'lets as they pabs. 


How ſweet and innocent are Country Sports, 
And, as Mens Tempers, various are their Sorts, 


You on the Banks of ſoft meand'ring Tw:ed 
May in your Toils enſnare the wat'ry Breed, 
And nicely lead the artificial Flee, 
Which, when the nimble watchful Trout docs ſec, 
He at the bearded Hook will briskly ſpring, 
Then in that inſtant twieth your hairy String, 
and when he's hook'd, you with a conſtant Hand, 
May draw him ſtruggling to the fatal Land. 


Then at fit Seaſons you may cloath your Hook 
With a ſweet Bait dreſt by a faithleſs Cook, 
The greedy Pike darts to't with eager Haſte, | 
And being ſtruck, in vain he flies at laſt, 
He rages, ſtorms and flounces thro' the Stream, 
Pit all alas! his Life cannot redeem, 


Ar other Times you may purſue the Chaſe, 
nd hunt the nimble Hare from Place to Place 3 


when the Dog is juſt upon the Grip, \ J 
Put at a Side ſhe'll make a handſome Skip, 
d ere he can divert his furious Courſe 


„ far before him, fours with all her Foree, 
N 2 She'll 
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She'll ſhift, and many times run the ſame Ground; 
Ar laſt, outwearied by the ſtronger Hound, 


She falls a Sacrifice unto his Hate, 
And with ſad piteous Screams laments her Fate. 


And in his Courſe outflies our very Sight, 


See how the Hawk doth take his tow'ring Flight, 
Beats down the flut'ring Fowl with all his Might. 


See how the wary Gunner caſts about 
Watching the fitteſt Poſture when to ſhoot, 
Quick, as the fatal Light'ning blaſts the Oak, 
He gives the ſpringing Fowl a ſudden Stroak, | 
He pours upon't a Show'r of mortal Lead, ons 
And ere the Noiſe is heard the Fowl is dead. 


Sometimes he ſpreads his hidden ſubtile Snare, 
Of which th' intangl'd Fowl was not aware, H 
Thro' pathleſs Waſtes he doth purſue his Sport 
Where nought but Moor-Fowl and wild Beaſts reſort. 


When the Noon-Sun directly darts his Beams 


Upon your giddy Heads, with fiery Gleams, AR 
Then you may bathe your ſelf in cooling Streams. As 
Or to the ſweet adjoining Grove retire arempl 
Where Trees with interwoven Boughs conſpire Thee: 
To form a grateful Shade—their rural Swains % wh 
Do tune their Oaten Reeds to rural Strains. brace 
The ſilent Birds ſit liſt' ning on the Sprays, 1 
un e 


And in ſoft, charming Notes do imitate their 
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There you may ſtretch your ſelf upon the Graft, - 
And lull'd with Muſick to kind Slumbers paſs ; | 
No meagre Cares your Fancy will diſtract, 

And on that Scene no *:agick Fears will act, 

Save the dear Image of a charming She, 

Nought will the Object of your Vilion be. 


Away the vicious Pleaſures of the Town, 

empty partial Fortune on me frown ; 

Bur grant, ye Pow'rs, that it may be my Lot 

o live in Peace from noiſy Towns remote. 7 


— UE 4 
UPON 


HAPPINESS. 


By the ſame Hand, 

rr by the Summer-Suns meridian Ray 
As underneath a ſpreading Oak I lay 

atemplating the mighty Load of Wo, 

| ſearch of Bliſs that Mortals undergo, 

ho, while they think they Happineſs enjoy, 

brace a Curſe wrapt in deluſive Joy, 

reaſun'd thus: Since the Creator Gon 3 

ho in eternal Love makes his Abode, 
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Hath blende with the Eſſence of the Soul 
An Appetite as fixed as the Pole,; 
That's always eager in Purſuit of Rliſ, 
And always veering till it point to this, 
There is ſome Object adequate to fill | 
This boundleſs Wiſh of our extended Will, 


Now while my Thought round Nature's Circle run 


(A bolder Journey than the furious Sun's) 
This chief and ſatiating Good to find 
Th' attracting Centre of the humane Mind, 
My Ears they deafen'd to my ſwiming Eyes, 
His magick Wand the drowſy God applies, 
Bound all my Senſes in a ſilken Sleep 

While mimick Fancy did her Vigils keep; 
Yer ſtill methinks ſome condeſcending Pow'r 
Rang'd the Ideas in my Mind that Hour, 


Methouglit I wand'ring was, with thouſands more, 
Beneath an high prodigious Hill, before 
Above the Clouds, whoſe tow'ring Summit roſe 
With utmoſt Labour, only gain'd by thoſe 
Who grov'ling Prejudices threw away, 
And with inceſſant Straining climb'd their Way, 
Where all who ſteod their failing Breath to 84 
With head-long Ruin tumbled down again, 


This Mountain is thro' ev'ry Nation fam'd, 


And, as I learned, CONTEMPLATION nam'd, 
O happy me! when I had reach'd its Top 
Unto my Sight a boyndlefs Scene did ope. 
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Firſt, ſadly I ſuryey's with doxpward, Eyes: 
of reſtleſs Men below the buſy fry, .. 

Who hunted Trifley in an endleſs Maze, - 


Like fooliſh Boys on ſunny Sumwer-Dayy, - 
Purſuing Butter flies with all their Might, 41 


Who can't their Troubles in the Chaſę requits. 

he painted Inſect, he who moſt admires, 

Grieves moſt hen it in his rude Hand expires; 
Or mould it live with endleſs Fears is tot d. 
Leſt it take Wing and be for ever loſt. 


Some Men I ſa their utmoſt Art employ 

How to attain a falſe deceitful Joy, 

Which from afar conſpicuouſly did blaze, 

And at a Diſtance fix'd their raviſh'd Gaze, : 
ur nigh at Hand it mock d their found Embrace, 
When lo! again it flaſhed in their Byes, . 
But till as they drew near, the fond Illuſion ain 
Juſt fo I've ſeen, a Water-Dog purſue 

An unflown Duck within his greedy View, 
When he has, panting, at his Prey arriv'd, 
The Coxcomb fooliag - ſuddenly it div'd, 
He, gripping, is almoſt with Water choak'd, | 
And grieves that all his tow'ring Hopes are money 

Then it emerges, he renews his Toil, | 

nd o'er and Ger aggin he gets the Foil. _— 
Yea all the Joys beneath the confious Sun, {\ | | 
And ſofter ones that his Inſpection ſhun, VE 
Much af their Pleaſures in Fruition fade. 
Dyyment g'er them chrovs a ſullen Shade, 
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200 Te Edinburgh Miſcellum: 
The Reaſon is, we promiſe vaſter Things 

And ſweeter Joys then from their Nature ſpring 
When they are loſt, we weep th“ apparent Bliſs, 
And not what really in Pruition is; 

So that our Gricfs are greater than our Joys, 
And real Pain ſprings from fantaſtick Toys, 


97 ” 4, 


Df actir 
Dt ſolid 


Tho? all terrene Delights of Men below or Vet 
Are almoſt nothing but a glaring Show ; Then hi 
Vet if there always were a Virgin Joy 'our pa 
When t'other fades to ſooth the wanton Boy, rom B 
He ſomewhat might excuſe his heedleſs Courſe, 're's tl 
Some Shew of Reaſon for the ſame enforce; re yo! 
But frugal Nature wiſely does deny ad all 
To Mankind fuch profuſe Variety, ou'll ſe 
Has what is necdful only to us giv'n rom en 
To feed and chear us in the Way to Heav'n, lude be. 
And more would but the Traveller delay, nd ey'r 
Imp:de and clog him in his upward Way. re you 

a ne Go 

I from the Mount all mortal Pleaſures ſaw vr ſuch 

Themſ:lves within a narrow Compaſs dray : ad ſuch 


bro“ thi 
vixt n. 
aold th 


The Libertin: a nauſeous Circle Rs. > 

And dully acted what he'd often done. 

Juſt ſo when Lanz darts her Silver Ray, 

And pours on filent Earth a paler Day; 
From Stygian Caves the flitting Fairies ſcud, 
And on the Margent of ſome limpid Flood, 
Which by reflected Moon-Light darts a Glance, 
In Mid-night Circles range themſelves and dance. 
1 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &c. 

To Morrow, crys he, will us entertain: 
Wray what's to Morrow but to Day again ? 

cluded Youth no more the Chaſe purſue, 

o oft deceiv'd, no more the Toil renew, 

ut in a conſtant and a fix'd Delign 

df acting well, there is a laſting Mine 

bf ſolid Satisfaction, pureſt Joy, 

or Vertue's Pleaſures never never cloy : 

Then hither come, climb up the ſteep Aſcent, 

'our painful Labour you will ne'er repeat, 

rom Heav'n it ſelf here you're but one remove, 

re's the Preludiam of the Joys above, 

re you'll behold the awful God-head ſhine, 

id all Perfections in the ſame combine; 

ou'll ſee that GOD who, by his pow'rful Call, 

om empty Nothing drew this ſpacious All, 

lade beauteous Order the rude Maſs controul, 

d ev'ry Part ſubſ:rvient to the Whole; 

re you'll behold upon the fatal Tree 

de GOD of Nature bleed, expire and die 

r ſuch as gainſt hi: holy Laws rebel, 

al ſuch as bid Defiance to his Hell. 

iro' the dark Gulph, here you may clearly pry 

vixt narrow Time, and vaſt Eternity. 

aold the GOD-HEAD juſt, as well as good, 

id Vengeance pour'd on Tramplers on his Blood 

t all the Tears wip'd from his Peoples Eyes, 

d, for their Entrance, cleave the parting Skies. 

ten ſure you will with holy Ardours burn, 
do ſcraplyck Heats your Paſſion turn: 
T 


- 


2 1 a 


| 4 MR | 
Then in your Eyes all Mortal fair will fade, 
Of his immortal Beauties but the Shade, 
Your ſelf to him you'll ſolemnly devote, 
To him, without whoſe Providence you're not, 
You'll of his Service relich the Delight, 

And to his Praiſes all your Pow'rs excite, 
You'll celebrate his Name in heav'nly Sound, 
Which well pleas'd Skies in Echoes will rebound, 
This is the greateſt HappineG that can 
Poſſeſſed be in this ſhore Life by Man. 


But darkly here the Gop-nEAp we ſurvey, 
Confin'd and cramped in this Cage of Clay. 
What cruel Bands are thoſe to Earth that ties 
Our Souls from ſoaring to their native Skics ? 
Upon the brighe eternal Face to gaze, 
And there drink in the beatifick Rays: 
There to behold the good One aud the Fair, 
A Ray from whom all mortal Beauties are { 
In beauteous Nature all the Harmony 
Is but the Echo of the Deity, ADA) 
Of all Perfection who the Centre is, {Ip 
And boundleſs Ocean of untainted Bliſg,. Corns d 
For ever open to the raviſh'd View, fright! 
And full Enjoyment of the radiant Crey rare 
Who live in Raptures of eternal Joy, 7 Bs 
"Who's flaming Love, their runefyl Harps employ Bf, . 
In ſolemn Hymns JEuOYAn's Praiſe to ſing, bas 
And make all Heav'n with Halklzjabs ring. Tul. 


or, a Cullaffias of Poems, . &. 203 =, 
Theſe Realms of Light no further I' exploxez 7 
t like our groſſer +Awnoſpbexe beneath, 


: Ether here's too thin for me to breathe, 

he Region is unſufferable bright 

3 flaſhes on me with too ſtrong a Light. 

hen from the Mountain, lo! I now deſtend, © © 


xd ro my Viſion put an haſty End. ＋ 


ee 
V Er Ig S. 


receiving a Flower from his M 157K 366, 


By the ſame Hand.' 


[Rae the Flow'r that I receiy'd from yau, 
Ere I came Home, had laſt its lovely Hue. 
Corns deprived of the genial Day, 
ſprightly Bloom did wither and decay. 
or, fading Flow'r, I know full well, ſaid I, 5 4 
| 
| ' 


* 


e Reaſon why you ſhed your Sweets and die; 
v want the Influence of her enliv'ning Eye. 


Caſe is mine—— Abſence, that Plague of Love ! 
th heavy Pace makes ey'ry Minute move: 7 


þ ' | y ; k \ : 
204 De Edinburgh Miſcelany : \ 
It of my Being is an empty Blank, 
And hinders me my ſelf with Men to rank : 
Your cheering Preſence quickneth me again, 
And new-ſprung Life exults in ev'ry Vein, 
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Horace, Book I. Ode xii 
By Mr. JaMts ARBUCKLE, 
"THE Mountain of the Delphian God | 
1 You ſee is wrapt in Sheets of Snow; 
The Trees, ſuſtaining ſcarce their Load, 
Their hoary Heads dejected bow; 
And, glew'd with Ice unto the Shore, 
The active Streams can roll ao more, 


With rouſing Fires the Cold deſtroy, 
And ſet about the flowing Bowl / 
Bleed &'ery Grape to give us Joy, 
To cheriſh and exalt the Soul. 
Hereafter to the Gods reſign ; RM 
Be theirs the Care, Enjoyment thine, 


To them this Earth, | their Foot-ball leave 
To kick and tumble as they pleaſe ; 
From them the Storms Permiſſion have 
AI rouge 2 una ann 

Yer, ill fubjected to their Will, 

If they but nod, are huſh and Kill, 
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Or, a Collection of Poems, &c. 
Morrow, and its Cares deſpiſe ; 

he preſent Moment is thine own 
ſnatch it quickly ere it flies, 

nd ſcore it np as clearly von; 


ſcruple to indulge the Fire 
jourhful Love, and gay Defire. 


Age will quickly pall the Taſte, 

Ind blunt the Edge of ſprightly Joys, 
h dozing Sadneſs fill the Breaſt, 

nl give no Reliſh but for Toys. 

th is alone the Time can prove 

ghts of Exerciſe, or Love. 


gentle Talk, the ſoft Embrace 

1 ſome retir'd, and dusky Shade; 
feigning hidden Maid to trace, 

her own treach'rous Sneer betray d; 
theſe thy Care, thy Buſineſs ſtill ; 

i Pleaſures Youth alone can feel. 


when with ſtruggling in your Arms, 
he leer ing little roguiſh Thing 

ons'd, and fluſhing all with Charms, 
cure her Hand, and ſnatch her Ring 
all her Frowns are but a Blind; 


Plelge enough that ſhe'll be kind. 
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ODE xxvii. 


By the ſame Hand. 


* rugged Thraciuns, ſavage Souls, 


Fight and diſpute o'er friendly Bowls ; 


Let us thoſe barb'rons Manners fly, 
And ſpend the Night in peaceful Joy. 
Leſt honeſt Bacchus ſhould be ſcar'd, 

Be Blood and Batt'ry quite debar'd, 
And far remoy'd the Spear and Sword 
From Claret, and the mirthful Board. 
For ill ſucly Weapons are befitting 

So jovial and ſo kind a Meeting. 

Let therefore no Conteſts be here, 

But all conſpire t' improve good 'Chear, 
And loll along the Couch ſupine, 


Loſt in the Charms of Love and Wine. 


But now before I touch the Glaſs, 

Or let a ſingle Bumper paſs, 1 
M:gilla's Brother muſt impart 

The lovely Miſtreſs of his Heart, 
To whom he Homage pays, and 


* 


The willing Conqueſt of her Eyes. 
What ! does the baſhful Rogue deny ? 
Then if I pledge him, let me die. 
Whoe'er ſhe be, a gen'rous Flame, | 
As thine is doubtleſs, knows no Shame. 
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Or, Gin of Py "iy 


muſt be lovely could ſubdue ' 

Youth ſo dficate as you, 

en freely lay thy Boſome bare; * 
nce all ſuch Truſts are ſacred here; 
ad this of thine, by Jove ſhall be 

| Law of Silence ſtill to me. 

he? Heav'ns! my Roy, how I regrete ** 
cruel and unjuſt thy Fate 

h into what a vaſt Abyſs 

)f Woe you plunge in Search of Bliſs ? 

hat Witch with all her magick Charms 

free thee from the Coquers Arms, | 
tom the dire Influence of whoſe Eye : 


9 


arce Pegaſus can wich thee fly, 
d (et thee ſafe at Liberty ? 


S222 SS 42h 
OD E i v. Bo ox II. 


By 'the ſame Hand, 


EAR Phoceus, 'fince in Love we Tee, „ La 
As Nature, all muſt equal be, * 
no falſe Senſe of Shame ſuppreſs . 
zen'rous Love, or make it leſs "th. 
or think unworthy of the Bra ve 

e Wounds imparted by a Slave. 

Slave could fierce Achilles move, 
ind bend the haughty Soul to Love. 


* 
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And ſtubborn Hex, great in Arms, 

Was conquer'd by a Captive's Charms, 
Amidſt the Triumph and the Joy 

For Hefor ſlain, and burning Troy, 

After a ten Ycars ling'ring Stay 

Become at Length the Grecians Prey, 
Vanquiſt'd by a fair Captive's Eyes, 
The Victor Agamemnon dies, 

And at her Feet the weeping Maid 

The lawrel'd Chief ſees ſuppliant laid. 
How know you too but Chloe's Birth 
May merit you with all your Worth, 
And with new Dignity impreſs 

The faireſt Honours you poſſeſs ? 

For ſure that fine that lovely Face 
Beſpeals no mean Plebian Race. 

Nor can thoſe Tears that grace her Eyes, 
Take from a common Cauſe their Riſe, 
But from ſome nobler Sorrow ſtream, 
And Loſs of Royal Kin proclaim ; 

Such Grandeur of Diſtreſs they ſhow 
Such ſolemn and majeſtick Woe. 

Oh think not ſuch a charming the - 
Can of the ſordid Vulgar be, 

Or ſo divine a Thing take Birth 

From common proſtituted Earth, 
Who with ſuch Firmneſs could diſdain 
The dazling Blandiſhments of Gain. 
Yet, after all, believe me, Friend, f 
1 do no more than juſt commend 
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Or, 4 Culeflion f Poems, &c. 
r noble Air, and poliſh'd Arms, 

1 all her youthful Bloom of Char ms. 

den be not jealous; for you know © 


n paſt ſuch Wagg'ries long ago, 
; Blood grown languiming and old, 


froze vo Winters cold, 


)DE XXX. . UI. 
By the ſame Hand. 


REAT OF-ſpring of the Tyrrhene Kings, 
Thy Hyrace keeps for thee in Store 

at, wanting thee, no Pleaſure brings, 
Cask of Wine neer picrc'd before, 
th Roſes to adorn thy Brow, | 

mix the Luſtre it ſhall ſhow, 


y ſhould you ſtill on Tyber gaze, 
Ir Anio rolling down the Steep ? 

| no Place but Freſcati pleaſe, 

nd elſewhere you no Revels keep ? 
can ſich narrow Bounds confine 
oul ſo free and large as thine ? 


en haſte, and to be truly Great, 

ne great Ones nauſeous Plenty fly, 
from thy ſtately Houſe retreat 

'noſe haughty Roof invades the Sky ; 
0 And 


rn, 
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And with a vertuons Scorn look down nd 1a 
On the vain, giddy, noiſy Town. | ſhe D 
Oft-times the Great have thus retir'd oY 

To breath a free and purer Air, Tho 2h 
A Shepherd's cleanly Cell admir'd, Ang 
And ſweetly fed on homely Fare : "Ve 
Oft thus have ſmoorh'd, and ſoftned been 2 
The gather'd Brow, and burſting Spleen. 5 
1 non v 
Lo now, while S's enliv'ning Beams [mpe 
Play warmly on the flow'ry Meads, ugmer 
The Swain conducts to cooling Streams And 
His Flocks, and ſeeks the Sylvan Shades ; ; nd he 
Silent the Brook its Borders laves, locks, 


Nor curls one Breath of Wind the Waves : 


While you with reſtleſs Care attend 
The Peace and Settlement of Rome, 
Intent what foreign Wars impend, 
Or ſecret Miſchief's Brood at Home ; 
And your own Quiet all forego, 
To watch the Motions of the Foe, 


What” 

| Not 

But know, a wiſer Providence Nor Þ 

Hath hid in Clouds of endleſs Night, « Rev, 
Impervious to the ſtrongeſt Senſe, f 


Things future from weak Mortals Sight, 


- 


Or, a Colleftion of Poems, &c. 211 | 


ad laughs to ſee them vainly try 
The Depth of vaſt Eternity. 


natch at the Joys the preſent Hour, 
The.paſſing Inſtant now beſtows, 
The reſt is all beyond our Pow'r, 

And like the fickle Tyber flows, 

That now bencath its Banks ſubſides, 
nd gently to the Ocean glides ; . 


y 
L2 
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non with dreadful Noiſe and Roar 1 
[mpetuous Rolls a broken Flood, 

ugmented with the mould'ring Shoar, 

And Ruins of the neighb'ring Wood; 

nd headlong ruſhing, ſweeps away 

locks, and their Folds into the Sea. 


e Maſter is of Life alone, 

And happy Lives, that thus can ſay 
ich Night; to Day has been my own, 
And I have clearly liv'd to Day: 

de then to Morrow foul or fair, 

Tis all a Caſe ; that's not my Care. 


\What's paſt has certainly been mine, 

Not Fate it ſelf can make it void, 

Nor Pow'rs, ſhould all the Pow'rs combine, 
* Revoke the Goods I have enjoy'd : 

Nought can prevent the acted Scene ; 

What has been, ſpite of Jove, has bcen. 
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Amidſ 

A perfect Jilt this Fortune is, Supp 

And blind, but obſtinately blind l! My Ba 

Still playing Bo-pecp with her Bliſs a And 

To teaze and torture poor Mankind, . My Ve 

And idly whiffing thro” the Air Diperſ 
Her empty Bubles here and there. 

F N 

T like her while with me ſhe ſtays, 177 


But ſoon as e'er ſhe takes the Wing, 
Let Fools purſue. her, if they pleaſe, 
Her Favours back again I fling; 

Then take to vertuous Poverty 
A Spouſe with whom I can live free. 


Ill never be her paſſive Slave, 75 
But all her Tyranny controul, The To 
In conſcious Innocence be brave, 4 
And in my Vertue ſheath my Soul, | 
Secure from Taint, or cank'ring Ruſt, Ihe Ear 
The Breath of Envy, or of Luſt. The m. 
f | 1d filve 
When Tempeſts toſs the raging Floods, The lis 
T make no lamentable Pray'rs, : 
Nor ſtrike a Bargain with the Gods he Gra 
For future Vows, and preſent Tears, And da 
To ſave my Wealth from adding more long the 


To th? all devouring Ocean's Store. And be, 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &c. 213 | 
\nidſt the Storms I'll ſafely ride, g 
Supported by a ſteady Mind; 

\ly Bark ſhall ſtem the ſetting Tide, 
And bear againſt each adverſe Wind: 


uy Vertue ſhall make all ſerene, 
diſperſe the Storms, and calm the Main. 4 
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ODE vii. Boox IV. 
By the ſame Hand. 


HE Snows are fled ; along the Plain 
The Graſs its flow'ry Mantle ſpreads : 

The Trees a comely Load ſuſtain, 

And wave in Air their flowing Heads. 


The Earth its gayeſt Robes puts on 
The muddy Rivolets refine : 

d ſilver'd with th' incumbent Sun, 
The limpid Currents gayly ſhine. 


he Graces feel th' indulgent Change, 
And dance before the tuneful Swain ; 
'ong the Valley's naked Range, 

And beautifie the painted Plain. 


O 3 My 


' | 
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My Lord ; the ſwift revolving Year, 
The fleeting Seaſons let us know 


There is no true Perfection here, 
No laſting Happineſs below, 


The Winter. Storms, when Spring returns, 
To Zpy's ſofter Whiſpers yield; 
Spring's gaudy Dreſs the Summer burns, 


And loads with ripening Corn the Field, 


With Apples crown'd, and yellow Sheaves, 


Fair Ceres then begins her Reig 1, 
But ſoon the Earth all naked leaves, 
And doleful Winter comes again, 


Yet Time thoſe daily Waſtes repairs ; 
The Stars again reſtore the Spring, 
Produce new Seaſons, and new Years, 

And move in an eternal Ring. 


But more unhappy we become 
Mere Shadows, and to Atoms fly, 
Whene'er the Fates pronounce our Doom, 
And cruel Fluto bids us die. 


Who knows if Heav'n another Day 
Will add to theſe already paſt, 
Or ſnatch us inſtantly away, 
And make the preſent Gaſp our Laſt? 
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Or, a Collection of Poems, &c. 
Goods of Life then freely uſe, 

And gratify a liberal Mind ; 

y greedy Heir ſhall ne'er abuſe 

A Wealth you cannot leave behind. 


ce you have left your native Earth 
To wander on the Stygian Shore, 

ne Honours of a noble Birth 

Will plead in thy behalf no more. 


o more, thy awful Doom once read, 
Will then thy Eloquence prevail, 

or ev'n thy Piety evade 

Sentence nothing can repeal. 


er chaſteſt Votary to ſave, 

The chaſteſt Goddeſs ſtrives' in vain, 
d in the Dungeon of the Grave, 
And bound with an cternal Chain, 


or leſs in vain the gloomy Shades 
Did Theſeus greatly bold, explore, 
nd ſupplicate the fatal Maids, 

His dear Firithous to reſtore. 
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RICE ee ny 
EPOD Xvii. 


By the ſame Hand. 


# Hp Night, the Sky ſerene and fair, 
And Gmnthia ſhone divinely clear, 

While all around her Starry Train 

With Spanglcs ſill' ] the Azure plain; 

When you, my falſe; ungrateful Fair, 

Did to your ravifld Lover ſwear. 

Unmindful of almighty Jove, 

And all the righteous Pow'rs above, 

With fatt'ring Love, and melting Charms 

You graſp'd me in your trembling Arms, 

Cloſs as the Elm the circling Mines, 

Or round the Oak the Ivy twines, 

And in the Tranſports of that Hour 

Thus to the Gods perfideous ſwore. 

« Wolves ſhall no longer ſearch their Prey, 

cc Nor Storms infeſt the Britiſh Sea, ; 

« Light from the Sun no longer ſtream, 

25 Then Dalia meets thy mutual Flame. 

Ah! do not faithleſs Maid, expect, 

I'll paſs unpuniſh'd thy Neglect, 

Or thou ſhalt ſtill ſecure my Heart 

With fraudful Vows, and guilty Art. 
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Or, à Colection of Poemt, &c. 
if thy Horace only can 

7 what the Gods decreed, a Man, 

o more ſhall he conſume and pine, 

r proſtituted Charms like thine ; 

» more to Heav'n, and thee complain, 
or call upon the Gods in vain, 

den he ſome happigr Youth ſhall ſee, 
10' not more kind and true than he, 
joy thoſe Nights of ardent Bliſs, 

iſe Joys that ſhould alone be his; 

„ like a Man, ſeek out the Maid, 
whom his Love ſhall be repaid. 

id thou, my happy Ri-al, know, 

ho now triumpheſt iu my Woe, 

NTefling all that Man can ſeelc, 

1d panting on her glowing Cheek ; 

no thou art Chief among the Swains, 
r hadſt vaſt Flocks, and fertile Plains, 
d Floods, whoſe radiant Boſoms boaſt 
mauſtleſs Wealth, a Golden Coaſt : 
vou as ancient Sages wile, 

d beautiful as Summer Skies, 

on vou the fickle Fair ſhall monrn, 

id | inſult you in my Turn. 
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PAST OX A 


On the DEATH of 


TA M E 8 Periſh 


DUKE of on't 


1 cor id 
HAMILTON. 
That on 
wo . hile e\ 
CORIDON and MENALCAS. W:,.. 
00 3 

CORIDON. 15 

HY all in Tears Menalcas ?—Prithee tell: 

Is your ſweet Amaryllis kind and well? 
Ah We 
MENALCAS. Vir Hop 
d is tl 
My charming «Amaryllis well! Heaven muſt 3 F ia fy 
protect the lovely Maid, if Heav'ns juſt. u Gy a 
While Fates all that is brave and great purſue, Wh, mA 


Tis hard the ſofter Sex ſhou'd ſuffer too. 
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fair is well, as yonder Heaven fair, 
true as Sighs of dying Lovers are. 
i that alone ſupports my drooping Life; 
„ wou'd fink in an Abyſs of Grief. 


CORIND A, 


\re all thy Flocks entire then? Can ſuch Woe 
weed from loſing of a Kid or twof 


MENALCAS. 


Periſh my Flocks— They are no more my Care, 
don't enquire, nor know I where they are: 

lh Coridon ! Ah whither haſt thou ſtray'd ! 

in what lonely Field doſt thou refide ? 

That only you don't know Philander's dead, 

hle ev'ry Eye drops Tears and ev'ry * 


\ 


& 1 mourn Philander dead, tho“ not o'ercome, 
But baſely burried to his filent Tomb, ' 


CORIND A, 


ah Woe ! Eternal Woe ind is he gone, 
)1r Hopes all bafA'd, and our ſ:lves undone ? 
1d is the beſt, the braveſt of his Kind, 

le duc'd ro Duſt, and in an Urn confin'd ? 

„ fay Monalcas !ſ—=D:ar Menalcass, tell, 

! what hard Fate the great Philander fell. 
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Wet C 
MENALCAS. lub 
Twixt him and Damon, as the Story goes, 

A hot Debate about a Field aroſe : Wy W 
Philander nor © ith Hopes nor Fears miſled, d ſung 
His better Claim with mildeſt Reaſon pled : ras the 
While jealous Damon with Diſtruſt betray d, Wirth 
To feed his Rage miſtook whatc'er he ſaid, th no 
Philander ti uſting to his rightful Cauſe, Crres | 
Submits the Plca unto our Rural Laws. mou 
But wicked Thyfis who had always ſtood ' But b. 
A mortal Foe to all that's juſt and good: joy 


Tbyrſis that Wretch, the een of our Woes, ut che: 
From whoſe curſt Counſel our Misfortune flows, 


Baſely prevails on Demon n to rely 
On Force: And brave Philender to defy. 

In vain Philander firſt declines in Fight, 

To ſhow his Skill, and Juſtice of his Right: 

Infatuate Damen ſtill the Challenge ſent, 

Till he provokt the peaceful Swains Conſent. 

Both knew to fight, but neither knew to yield: 

Both go with equal Heat unto the Field: 
Damon at laſt receives a fatal Wound 

He recls in Death and tumbles on the Ground, 

With gen'rous Haſte Philander runs to ſtay 

His dizzy Foe before he faints away. 

Mean while falſe Thyfis aims a cowardly Blow, 

That unexpected kills Philander thro”. G 

„ 7 mourn Philander dead tho* not o':reome, 
{ © But baſely hurried to bis filent Tomb, 


—— = - 


Or, a Colleftion of a Poems, &c, 
luder was the Glory of our Plains; 
firſt and beſt of all our happy Swains: | 
oy whilſt thro' theſe Fields his Flocks he drove, 
i ſung of Cres Goodneſs, S Love. | 
14 then our Swains liv all in full Delight, 
Wirth by Day, in ſoft Repoſe by Night, 
th no Misfortune preſt, of none afraid 
(eres heard whenefer Philander pray d. 
I mourn Philander dead, tbo' not o'ercome 
| But baſely burried to bis feat Tomb, 
u Joy fill'd every Nymph, and every Swain! 
ut chearful Shouts rung thro* the flow'ry Plain! 
hn Crres gave Philander her Commands 
ncerning Her's and great Apo Lands ? 
it vaſt Advantages did we propoſe, 
ch now by his untimely Fall we loſe! 
«hatſa&cr- he ask'd he ſure won'd gain, 
good Philander ne'er did plead in vain. 
n Flocks wou'd then in diſtant Paſtures roam 
u feed abroad as ſafdy as at Home. | 
en we thro” all theſe charming Fields ers reve 
famous for the great April's Love. 
| mowra Philander dead, tho" not o'ercome ; 
but baſely barried to bis file Tomb, _ 
never more ſhall we behold the Swain 
tend our Paſtures and our Rights maintain, 
more ſhall we be charmed with his Song: 
more be pleas'd with his melodious Tongue: 
ule he with pointed Wit and ſolid Senſe, 
ls *gainſt our Foes or ſtands in our Defence. 
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No more ſhall we behold that gallant Air, 
The Youth's Delight and Pleaſure of the Fair: 
Ah ne ! that lovely Perſon's Duſt become ; 
And brave Philander moulders in a Tomb. 
Lament bis Fall ye Nymphe, lament ye Smains 
« In mou/nful Notes and never dying Strains, 
Nothing but Grief thro? all the Land is found, 
While groaning Ecchos doleful Cries reſound, 


The Shepherds Moans their liſt 'ning Flocks amaze B 
Who ftruck with- Wonder now forget to graze, 
The Signs of Woe the ſighing Flowers array, 
Their Colours fail, their meeting Blooms decay : HE 
The Trees drop withered Leaves, their Bloſſoms 0 
All Nature mourns the brave Philander dead. 0h did 
The Sun no more of Light and Beauty proud, ich 4 
How pale and fainting Shrinks behind a Cloud, {Wie lifl 
Wrapt in a Cloud, thinks Shame to bring the l 31! t 
Or view our Sorrows with a ſmiling Ray. fup-rioz 
A ſullen Damp does all the Land o'erſpread Or witl 
While every Creature mourns Philander dead. Twas ! 
„ Lament bis Fall ye Nymphe, Lament ye Swaing His Ler 
« In mou-nſul Notes, and never dying Strains, The W 
And ro! 
CORIDQN. When f 
But ſee Menaleas, ſee that glorious Sight, Advanc' 
Which gilds the Heavens, fills our dazled Sight. MW Now bl 
Thus, as on Earth his Fame, Philander's Soul, WW Her gol 
With heav'nly Brightneſs ſhines from Pole to Pol With d 
And he whoſe Blood a Ruffian's Malice ſhed All bur 


As far as Heaven above Mankind is fled. beneath 
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AS TO RAL. 


| Inſcribd tr Mr. MI. 
By a YourTH in his Fifteenth Tear. 


1 


HOBBINOL, THENOT. 


1 HE tender Muſe but now reveal'd to Day 
| On rural Plains firſt trys her infant Lay: 
0h did M-nalcas flame, my Boſom-Fire 
With Ardour equal to my fond Deſire! 
„ Wie liſtning Plains attentive to my Voice 
In all their gayeſt Honours ſhould rejoyce 3 
fup:rior Lays even Philomel ſhould own 
0r with her ſweeteſt Notes the Conſort crown. 
Twas Night, and now the rapid Weſtern Sun 
His Length of Race impetuous had run 
The Winds were huſh'd, the Purple Skies ſerene, , 
And roſie Dews bedeck'd the Sylvan Scene; 
hen ſpeeding homeward from the dusky Plains, 
Advanc'd, with darkling Pace, two fimple Swains. 
Now bliſsful Eaſe ſmil'd on the happy 3 
Her golden Wings expanded all-around” 
With downy Reſt the peaceful Shepherds crown'd* 
All but poor Hobbinol ! his woful Breaſt © © 
beneath a Weight of Sorrows lay oppreſt. 
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Tha ſilent Vale reſounds his murm'ring Sighs 
And ſtruck with Sympathy each mournful Nute repli 
Him, filent groaning ont his mighty Pain, 
Addreſt in friendly Tears his fellow Swain, 


£ i: THENOT.. 


Oh Swain ſome dreary Care I plainly ſee 
Conceal'd beneath that woful Melody, 
Ay me for Hobbinol the ſweet and gay ! 
Whoſe tuneful Pipe oft wak'd. the lazy Day, 
Who crown'd with gladſom Lays the ſmiling Sp 
The joyful Day oft ſtay'd/ to hear him ys | 
But now alas! may unattentive go 
For ah the chearful Note is chang'd to Woe! 
Yet ſay, dear Hind, what racking Troubles ſeize 
Thy tuneful Breaſt and rob thy wonted Eaſe ? 
For ſec in yonder Heaven, remaining Light 
Yet golden Smiles and lengthens on the Night. 


ſwervi 
d this g 


I 4 
 HOBBINOL. 1 
on her 


Ah me — the grieved Swain began to ſay th Daf 
While equal Sighs kept Meaſure with his Lay: BW beerlef 
Ah welladay ! my bliſsful Hours are gone 


Ar 
And all my Mirth and all my Mufick done. | atop 
Until I knew her Face, devoid of Care, * at! 
Freſh as the Spring 1 grew, and as the Morning ful. her ! 
Wich the ſweet golden. Dawn ſerene I roſe ne brig 
And ply'd my chearful Pipe till Evening cloſe came, 


To every Scene of Love I took my Way Uthe fa 
And, ſweetly finging, crown*d the ſmiling Day 1 


2 ry _ 2 of * * 
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ue now no more thoſe downy Sweets I boaſt | / 
» me the breathing Charms of Spring are loft, 
vain the cooling Shade and fragrant Grove + 
vite me to their balmy Scenes of Loe. 
om this unhappy Time and luckleGs.Hour 
de Buſh ſhall be my Bed, the Brake my Bow'r, 
5 Limbs beneath ſome heavy Cliff I'll lay, | 
d, inly Mourning, ſigh my ſelf away. | 
Night when grateful Sleep. had cloſed — 
by a frightful Viſion in this wiſe 
thought I flew ſwift. to a Meadow green, 
e ſweeteſt Spot that er mine Eyes had ſeen. 
re purple Flow'rs, the choiſeſt of the Spring, 
which ſoft Zephye ſpreads his roſy Wing, 
i'd in their flow'ry Robes, - and deckt the Ground 
downy Sweets and laughing Pleaſures'crown'd. 
e Side was cover'd with a goodly; Shade 
ſwerving Vines, and tow'ring Lindens made. 
this gay -Bow'r a blooming beaugcous Maid 
Ivanc'd, with Garlands green and Flow'rs array'd. 
in her Head ſhe wore a Violet | 
th Daffadils, and crimſon Lillies ſet. 4 
peerleſs Laſs ! adorn'd all bright and gay, 
ir as che ſpringing Flow'r in merry May, 
e red Roſe meddled with the lightſom White, 
cir low'ry Charms in her fair Cheeks unite, | 
+ her Eye-brows, and her twinkling Eyes 
ne brighter far than Stars in yonder Skies. 
came, but not alone, ſome happy Swain 
the fair Maid along the flow'ry Plain, 
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And ſafely ſhelter'd in the ſecret Shade. 
His ardent Vows of Love to her he made; 
With jocund Ear ſhe hcard his plighted Vow, 
And ſweetly. ſmil'd to find her Shepherd true; 
But ah alas kit was the faithle6 Laſs 
Whilom I courted on the downy Graſs. 

To me ſhe fondly plighted then her Troth, 
And ſeal'd the fatal Promiſe with an Oath. 
Sudden I waken'd with the diſmal Sight 
Nor clos'd mine Eyes again the live-long Night, 
But with the rudy Dawn I left my Bed 
And, ſighing, to the lonely Cypreſi-Shade 
My Footſteps bent; where in the baleful Scene 
No Bloom; the Hope of Spring, was ever ſeen, 
No chearful Plants the dreary Bow'r adorn, 
But noxious Hemlock and rough prickly 
Here wak'd with the approach of early Day, id Dre 


A tuneful Lark ſalutes the Morning gray, 0 yond 
He ſtrain'd his warbling Note ſo ſweet and clear, nd viey 
That all the dewy Fields rejoyc'd to hear, 1 beaut 
But chiefly woo'd his coy diſdainful Mate bat for 
That ſcornful, on a neighb'ring Alder ſate, | him, 
But ſullen Rtill, the lordly Dame appear'd ls boun 
When lo a mounting Lark aloft ſhe heard, ſn! ler 1 
Pleas'd on the Wing the ſoars, away they fly he Pow 
And left the widow'd Bird alone to figh : 0 him 


At Length extiauſted with the painful Woe ic hum 
His tuneful Lays their wonted Charm forego, id ſing 
In moody Sighs he groan'd away his Breath, 

And, droping from the Bough, expir'd in Death! 


Or, a Colleflion of Poems, &c. 237 
» weeping all I did my ſelf refign : 1625 
low like the woful Caſe alas to mine? 

Thus he unfolds his Smart and raging Pain, 
„ 


THF ENO. 


Oh hapleſs Boy, thy Voice and mournful Caſe 

t once my Sorrows leſſen and encreaſe. 

y filent Breaſt is touch'd with equal Pain, 

t ever could I hear thee thus complain. 

) haſting often from the Sylvan Field 
ie charming Philomel have I beheld 

12 cold Night, perch'd on the ſpreading Boughs; 
rm all the loving Shepherds with her Muſe. 
not a fooliſh Dream diſturb thy Mind ; 

nd Dreams ate often contrary we find. 

o yonder ſtarry Arch lift up thine Eye 

nd view thoſe Fires that light the ſpangled Sky, 

1 beauteous Stars! how beauteous then muſt he 

hat form'd your Spheres and ſparkling Glories be ? 
him, fair Boy, engroſs thy wounded Heart: 

is bounteous Love will eaſe the raging Smart. 

u! let us only Love and ſtill admire : 

he Pow'r that crown'd our Hearts with vital Fire! 

0 him from whoſe bleſt Hands all Bleflings ſpring 

de humble Tribute of our Praiſes bring 

id ſing his Name who gives us Flame to ſing. 

boye yon Aaure Roof our Souls ſhall fly, 

ad ſoar at Length to Bliſs triumphantly. 
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Oh bliGful Change ! for ſimple Swains to go 14 
Where evermore they're bleſt and free from Woe, 7 
Till then to dreſs the Glebe be all our Care, 

Walc'd with the chearful Birds, and Morning fair, 'S$ 
To tend the wooly Breed, to pull the Vine 

And fhare the Bleſſings of our native Wine, 

Amid the flow'ry Fields ſerene to reve, 

Ranſack the balmy Bow'r and breathing Grove, 0 [ 
Thus with Ambrofial Sweets regale the Soul, 
And in a Tide of ſpotleſs Pleaſures roul. 

To thee Creator boon, whoſe genial Hands 
Sends down thy choiſeſt Bleſſings on our Lands, 
Let all our Fields with endleſs Praiſes ſound, 
And all our Hills the grateful Lay rebound 
But ſee while yer I ſpeak, deſcending Night hen cer 
Gains on the Skies and baniſheth the Light, 
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its 
CHAPTER IL 


Lo MON SONG. 


By the ſame Hand. 


M lovely as the Roſe whoſe bluſhing Pride 
Adorns with flow'ry Sweets fair Saron's Side: 
d as the Lilly glows with brighter Charms 
hen center'd in the Thorn's encircling Arms, 
ſhines my lovely Fair amid the Dames, 

un d with more ſprightly and exalted Flames. 
hat blooming ruddy Charms combine to grace 
de heavenly Maid, and beautify her Face! 


BRIDE. 


As Apple-Trees adorn the Sylvan Glade 
F yielding choiceſt Fruit and cooling Shade, 
th ſmiling Gold the nodding Branches crown, 
abide the Sun and make his Rays their own, 
til: breathing Odours charm the diſtant Ground, 
i my Lord with freſheſt Glories crown'd, 
pine upon his ſnowy Breaſt I lay 
id loſt in Raptures all the ſmiling Dar. 
P 3 
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230 The Edinburgh Miſcellany: 
Then to the Nuptial Chamber we remove, 
The Scene of chaſt Delights and pureſt Love, 

” Perpetual Fountain of Aomeſtick Sweets 
That with ten thouſand Charms the Soul invites! 
But oh th' eſtatick Bliſs! I faint, I die 

The balmy Scent of Apples now apply 

For ſick of mighty Love, entranc'd I lie. 

Ve blooming Maids that grace fair Salem's Court, 
| Sv may the nimble Hinds enhance your Sport, 
As you prolong his golden balmy Reſt 
With all the Sweets of downy Pleaſure bleſt. 
But hark the matchleſs Voice! tis he, my King 
Hark how the Plains and vocal Mountains ring, 
He flies exulting o'er the diſtant Plains, 
Impatient till his longing Bride he gains, 


But oh | 
| hine fo! 
BRIDEGROOM, 

Ariſe, my brighteſt Fair, and come away, 
Behold the purple Beauties of the Day. 
Now the black Winter's gone, and chilling Rains 
No more in ſluicy Sheets o'erwhelm the Plaims, 
Bur gently in their winding Channels glide, 
Diffuſing bloomy Life on every Side, 
Returning Spring ſmiles on the purple Scene 
And blends with roſy Gold the chearful Green. 
The ſweet harmonious Tenants of the Sky 
Walc'd with the roſy Dawn tow'r up on high, 
Or in the ſecret Shade and breathing Grove 
Salute the Seaſon, bliſsful Time of Love. 


| | 
| 


N 


; wha, 


ow the chaſte Turtle Coos on every Tree, 
id ſtrains her tuneful Throat t welcome thee. 
ic Fig-trees all are cloth'd with chearful Green 
d bluſhing Cluſters on the Vine are ſeen, 
ſhile balmy Zephbyre rifles all the Spring 
ith every breathing Odour on his Wing, 
ie fragrant Soul of vernal Flow'rs exhales, 
q with Ambrofial Scents the flow'ry Scene regale. 
h! fair and fpotleſs as the Virgin Dove 
The Emblem both of Innocence and Love) 
mnmortal Charms thy ſacred Face adorn -/ 
ay as the Light, and ſoft as infant Morn, 
& how the Hours their downy Wings difplay 
id crown with roſy Light the ſmiling Day. 
Bu: oh the brighter Glories of thy Face 
hine forth with ſweeter Charms and fairer Grace 


BRIDE, 

My ruddy Spouſe is mine, and I am his, 

ell feaſt on mutual and tranſporting Bliſi. | 

he ſhinning Youth crown'd with immortal Charms 
Reclines amid the Lillies infant Arms. 
From Flow'r to Flow'r with gay Delight he Roves, 
Ranſacks the painted Meads, and roſy Groves, 

'ntil the purple Beauties of the Light 
'nvail the dewy Scene abroad to Sight, 
Do thou my beſt Beloy'd our Joys extend, 

nd every Moment in freſh Bliſſes ſpend : | 
Like two young Roes on heayenly Love we'll feaſt, 
d charm all anxious Cares and Thoughts to reſt; 
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By wh ſame Hand. rown' 

\Tſum'd 

YE Shades, and blisful . of ſecret Loye, What r 
Still thro* your viſionary Maze I roye, Each V 

Still view the chequer'd Gloom and artful Night, hus or 


Invite by Turns, by Turns exclude the Light. he W 
. <Ambrofial Scents regal'd the genial Scene, And th 
With fragrant Shrubs. and balmy Eglantine, Here ſp: 
Here op'ning Flow'rs diffus'd on every Side, 1 eith 


Call forth their Charms, and ſmile with wanton Pride ure fro 
Lillies on Lillies, Sweets on Sweets ariſe, for He: 
And all the Spring in gay Confuſion lies. ind to 
To this bleſt Seat of Love the heavenly Maid e conf, 
Approach'd, in all her dazling Charms array'd. dere wi 


Heaven what new Glorics, what nncomimon Light . bl 
Improves the Gloom, and charms the raviſh'd Sight Cn tell 
With brighteſt Pride, and bluſhing Rays the ſhone, M chf 
And every ſcatter'd Grace was crowded into one. Coon th 
Enamour'd' Gales enrich'd with breathing PFlow'rs d eo 
Fly from the chearful Fields, and fragrant Bow'rs 

70 crow'd about her, and with ſoft Embrace 
Play in her ſwelling Breaſt and bloomy Face. 


Or, a Colleftion of Poems, &e, 233 
chen ſhe was born, around the ſmiling Maid 

Vas all the low'ry Spring at once diſplay d, 

fich all the Charms of purple Youth ſhe glows, 

yeet as the golden Dawn and op'ning Roſe. 

(ot when deſcending Dews, and vernal Show'rs 
apply the Fields and glad the drooping Flow'rs, 
Freeter their tender infant Blooms unfold f 

o charm the dazled Eye with ſpringing Gold. 
rown'd with her ſhinning Light the beauteous Scene 
\ſum'd a brighter Dreſs and freſher Green. 

What melting Things ſhe ſaid, what Accents ſweet 
Exch Word with choiceſt balmy Charms replete! 
hus on a Violet Bank that richly glows 8 


7 
- 
. 


he Weſtern, infant Breeze cAmbrofial flows, 

ind there both rifles Odour, and beſtows. 

lere ſpotleſs Love grac'd with his golden Dart 

1 either Side rransfix'd a Virgin Heart. Ws”; 
Pure from infernal Luſt or baſe Deſire, : 


de 


for Heaven had kindled up the holy Fire, 

ind to their native Clime our Flames aſpire. 

e conſcious Thickets and ſurrounding Groves 

ere witneſs to the Scene of blisful Loves, 
aw, bluſhing as the Morn, the roſy Maid, : 


an tell what ſoft endearing Things we ſaid, 
ich from our Lips the crowding Gales convey'd ; 


Leon their purple Wings they borc 'em thence, 


ed ro the Fields and Groves did thoſe ſoft Sweets | 
(diſpenſs. 


D. M. 
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O F 


AS vALOw's Neſt 


By a LApr, in a Letter to her FRIINI 


O thee, Dear Friend, I muſt impart 
The cruel Su rings of my Heart, 
By Love or Fortune not oppreſt : 
I mourn the Fall of Swallow Neſt, 


When ſavage Winter poſts away 
And ſofter Gales begin to play, 

Then Flora, on her filken Wings, 
Delight to Birds and Poets brings. 
Scarce new-blown Buds the Meads renew 
When they the pleaſing Task purſue : 
Apollo does their Song inſpire ; 

Apollo loves the warbling Quire. | 
He bids the Muſes haunt their Throng 


And clothe in Words their melting Song. 


The Muſes teach us to explain 
The Language of the feather'd Train, 


How happy I one Summer's Morn ! 
The Time when Dew ſalutes the Corn; 


== 
1 
2 


1 


A Sma 
Wak'd 
Which 
Advan 
It com 
Thro” 

And f 
Good 

Thus 

— My 

* Hoy 
Our 
2 2 
« With 


Thu 
©Lo! 
* Whei 
101 


Her 
[ roſe | 
Sarce | 
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While downy Slumbers ſeiz d mine Eyes, 


Wak'd by her loud repeated Lay 


Or, a Colleftion of Poems, &e. 
Salbe to my Window flies : 


: 
Which uſher'd in the Dawn of Day, 
Advance ſweet balmy Morn (the cry'd.) | 
It comes apace, her Mate reply'd. 
Thro' yielding Air he took his Flight 1 
And fixed alſo in my Sight. x 
Good Morrows o'er on either Side, | 
Thus bowing low, he to his Bride, 
My lovely, pretty Charmer, ſay 
© How we're, to be employ'd to Day? 
© Our jetty Neighbours now prepare | 
*To build their Neſts with artful Care | 
« With thee I'd Love ſuch Toil to ſhare, 


Thus he— She, with a Smile, reply'd, 
Lo! here a Corner I have ſpy'd 
Where Sun-beams dance ere Heat of Day 
To harden well our moiſtned Clay. 


Her Choice approv'd, away they flew 
[ roſe in haſte the Place to view. 
Sarce up, when ſhe again appears, 

Acroſs her Bill a Straw ſhe bears, 
With Clay wet in the Morning Tears. | "2M 
bur: ſpying me, her Load ſhe dropt, x. 
Upon his Road her Mate ſhe ſtopt, | | 
Away, the crys, for much I fear 
Our Building hall not proſper here, 


| 
| 
| 
* 
x 
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ua, Paper failing, I'll give o'er. 


_ 


* f 2 * 


« 1 thro' the Glaſs ſich Sight did ſee, 
« Or you may look and credit me. 


- He flutt'ring then came ſtraight away 
And to his Partner thus did ſay, 
« Dear Heart, there's nothing in her Face 

ce Needs fright us from yon quiet Place: 

« She cheriſhes the winged Fray . 

« And feeds young Sparrows ev'ry Day. P | 
She thus appeas'd, they both make haſte 
To win and bear their kncaded Paſte. | 
How chcarfully their Neſt they rais'd ! 


; N Ba 
At ev'ry Pauſe the other prais'd, And 
No more ſhe fear'd when I drew nigh, | There | 
Nor wou'd ſhe at my Preſence fly, No Yo 
“ Build on, my pleafing Bird, I ſaid: | Ind Th 
* will indecd (ſhe Anſwer made) Outhhor 
“ For now I know thou tak'ſt Delight The tw 
“ In Summer Joys, that charm the Sight; Till Lo) 


& And now's the Seaſon that we ſtay; They lo 
& Juſt by thee here I'll build and lay: 


p 
“ Our Young we'll truſt unto thy Care, A 2 
When we abroad their Meat prepare. LY 
How vain's our Bliſs! A new come Maid hen ut 
Looks, £ 


Has my poor Birds and me betray'd, | * 
Thrown down the Neſt, ah! my Heart's ſore, e mo! 


Ws , OVID 
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Or, a Collefii jon of Preme, Be: 
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PrRAMus and TRISBE 
TRANSLATED... ito 


2 Babylon where Ramparts roſe on high, . 
And tow'ring Brick-walls gain'd upon the Sky, - 
There liv'd -a loving Pair in neighb'ring Rooms: 
No Youth cou'd equal Pyamus in Blooms, 

und Thisbe fair, of ev'ry Charm poſſeſt, 

Outſhone the brighteſt Beauties of the Eaſt, 

The two from Neighbourhood Acquaintance drew, 
Till Love at Length from rip'ned Friendſhip grew. 
They long in Wedlock's Ties their Loves to join. 
But cruel Parents baulk the dear Deſign. 

Yer what no Pow'r nor haughty Law contour 
la mutual Flames they burn away their Souls; + + 
hen unobſerv'd their Hearts with Paſſion ſwell. 1 3 
Looks, Sighs and Signs, their equal Fondneſs tell. * K 
The more they labour to ſuppreſs the Fire, * | 
5 ſmocher d Flames, aſcending, rage the higher. 


1 
r om . ‚— 


In the partition - wull a narrow Cleft, | 
j careleſs Craftſmen, unobſery'd was left,) 


Their. 


NN \ 
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Their Eyes firſt brought the hidden Flaw to Light 
(What can eſcape 4 Lover's ſearching Sight) 
Which in the Dark thro' many Ages lay, 
And taught the Chink their Meaning to convey, 
From Ear to Ear their. filent Whiſpers went 
While their ſoft Courtſhip pierc'd the friendly Vent, 
By Turns they tell the mutual Pangs they prove, 
And ſafely ſuck the trackleſs Sound of Love. 
While both impatient ſtand on diff rent Sides 
And blame the Wall that Lovers true divides. 
Small were the Boon, they ſaid, to give us Place 
That we may feſten in a ſweet Embrace, 

At leaſt gape wide t allow an hearty Kiſs; 

If that's too much, a thouſand Thanks for this, 
Grateful we are, becauſe to thee we owe ; ſ 
This faint Delight and ſafe Conveyance now. | 


Thus they in vain confum'd the ling*ring Day, 
And mourn'd when Night forbad a longer Stay. 
Their Lips the Wall with render Preffures load \ Lion 
Which chro? the Nhonee nFer found their baluny Rouk OY 


And as 
Loſt in the Morn when ſerting Stars withdrew, The M 


And the warm Sun exhal'd the fallen Dew, Which 
Th' impatient Pair their uſual Stations take, To a d 
And long Complaints in gentle Whiſpers male; zur * 
By joint Concert, reſolve to break the Ward, nüt 
And in the Shades clude their ſleepy Guard, 8 
And when the Danger of the Watch is paſt Gated h. 
To quit the Town, and rake the Fields at aſt 


Or, a Colleftion of Poems, &c. 239 
zut to prevent their rambling in the Dark, | 
it Nnurs Tomb, a known and certain Mar 
bey both agree to meet with one Conſent, 
nd, cowring cloſs, accompliſh their Intent. 
beneath the Covert of a friendly Shade 

y the tall Mylb'rys buſhy Branches ſpread 
Where ripendd Fruits in Milk-white Cluſters hing, 
And gentle Rills glide from a bubling Spring. 
Pleas d with the Terms both wiſh the Light away, 


* WW Coucht in the Deep the Sun in Slumbers lies, - - 
And from the Deep the nightly Vapours riſe. 
Hid in the Night, fly Thisbe ope's the Gate, 
Then flies unſeen by Guards that on her wait. 
Clols in diſguiſe a Vail ſhrowds up her Face, 
She ſooneſt came to the aſſigned Place. 

When Love gives Life ev'a Virgins bravely date, 
They boldly act and no Diſaſters fear. 
But while glad Thisbe in the Arbour lay, 
A Lion ſtain'd with Slaughter came that Way 
ln the cool Spring his raging Thirſt to lake, 
And as Fates will'd a tragick Field to make. 
The Maid alarm'd with the portentuous Sight 
Which ſhe eſpy'd by the Moon's filver Light 
To a dark Cave diſpatcht her trembling Flight, 
But dropt her Vail upon the dusky Plain | 
Whilſt Fear forbad to ſnatch it up again. 
When the wild Beaſt had with a luſty Draught | 
ated her Thirſt and wonted Forreſt ſought, 


- - " 


. 
1 
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| She found the Vail, a poor and lifeleſs Prize, 
Tore it, and, roaring, Rent the diſtant Skies. 


he ru 
'hile £ 
© burſ 
Th' im 
whiz 


Late yama appear'd with flower Haſte, 
And finds the Travels of a ray*nous Bcaſt 


Left in plain Tracks upon the trodden Sands, Divides 
And at the Sight in pale Amazement ftands; 
But ſeeing the Robe in ſtained Pieces ly; The! 
He ſaid this Niglit ſhall both we Lovers dy, hich 1 
Her Life at leaſt deſervd a longer Date, eludg' 
Lell neter ſurvive her ſad untimely Fate. uparts 
My Life is forfeit for my Crime, my Gut 
Alas Ceer Nymph! thy hapleG Blood 1 ſpilt, Altho 
Who bad thee wandet to this fearful Place, ow fe. 
And came not firſt away all IIls to chaſe. . 
Te Lions who this rocky Mountain ſcour, ad but 
At one wild Bite thoſe impious Limbs devour, jill trer 
In thouſand Pieces tear this guilty Heart, Ind ne 
But thus to ſeek Death is a Coward's Part. CY 
The Vail he gather'd all in Pieces ſpread wha 
And brought it with him to th' appointed Shade, 10 
| 


Rivers of Tears down on the Veſtment flew d 
While thouſand Kiſes his pale Lips beſtow : 
At length he ſaid my Thirbe's Blood you bear, 
Let mine your Due in larger Strains appear, 
Then drew the Sword he wore, his own to ſhi, 
And in his Boſom lodg'd the fatal Blade. 
Soon | as his Heart the cutting Point had found 
ou. y glowing Steel pull'd from the reeking _ 


Or, a colitbim of Piens, & 141 
he ruſhing Crimſon ſpurts up to the Skies 

'hile ſtretcht in Death the Youth ſupinely lies. 

o burſts a conduit Pipe of faulty Lead 

Th' impriſon'd Stream ſpouts when the Breach is made, | 
whizzing Rivlet with impetuous Force — _, 9 
we the Alr is % i Conn 


The Blood the! Berries Rains with purple Dive! 
hich turns their Colour to a darker Hew, 
deludg'd in Gore the ſoaking Mulb'rys Root 
uparts a Tincture to the hanging Fruit. 


Altho' the Lion made her muck afraid, 
be fear d more to be @ perjur d Maid. | 
uing, ſhe longs to meet the Youth at laſt; Ax g 
nd burns to tell the dttadful Dangers paſt: 
jill trembling to the tryſting Place ſhe came, 
nd knew the Tomb and Arbour were the ſume, 
ut doubted much when ſhe beheld the Her 
Vf Fruits ſo quickly W View. OS 


17 
While the perplexed. hotbed Shaman | 
rembling Body ſpurn'd the bloody Ground: 
righted ſhe ſtarts, and in Amare recoil, * 
afron Pale her Cheeks Vermillion foils, | 4 
hiv'ring Horror thro* her Vitals thrilld, © © ++ | A 
te mel ges n= dad Zephyr fa. CO E 


When poring All, the learric her Loves Miſhap” a 
= harmleſs Hands ſound vith a rueful Clap: 


J 


|; | "AET} 
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She beat her Breaſt and tore her flowing Hair, 
She graſpt the Corſe, and wailing rent the Air: 
Her briny Tears glide like a ruſhing Flood, 

Bath every Wound and mingle with the Blood: 
Round his cold Lips while her preſt Kiſſes move 
What dire Miſhap bereaves me of my Love 

& She cry'd,—Hark Pyramus, my Joy, my Dear, 
&« Thy Thisbe calls, O lend a liſt'ning Ear, 

« Lift thy ſunk Head and wake thoſe ſleeping Eye 
His Eye-Lids charm'd with Thisbe's Name ariſe 
And for his Love forget Death's Weight and Pain: 
He Aar d ber ones and fad his Eyes again, 


The Fair when the her bloated Veſtment kney, 
And the void Scabbard truck her jealous View. 
Ah! Youth, ſhe ſaid, thy Raſhneſs has thee loſt; 
Love, fatal Love thy hapleſs Blvod has coſt : 

I too have Hands, and by theſe Hands hall bleed, 
Love ſtrong as thine ſhall aid the Tragick Deed, 
Like thee I'll die, we'll hare one common Fate, 
I caus'd thy Death, by Death I'll on thee wait; 
So you' from me by Death ſhan't ſever'd be, 
Whom only Death, alas cou'd rend from me. 
Hear ye our Parents then a wretehed Pair, 
And grant for once your Children's dying Pray t, 
Nor let one Grave be to their Corſe deny'd © 
Who liv'd ſo faithful and like Lovers dy'd. 
And you O Tree who ſhades the hapleſs Slain, 
And in an Inſtant: ſhades the lifeleſs twain, 
In fatal Marks our Blood for e'er retain, - - 


7 


- WF, * — CP 7 * 0 & We: 
- 


| Wenn 
N 9 Fi aid — 
Or, 4 c of Poenis, M. 345 
plack be thy Fruit the mournful Fact to tell | 
How in one Night, and by one Sword we fell, 4 


Thus ſaid, the ſein'd the Blade with dy Haſs - 'Y 
ind to her Breaſt the yet warm Point ſhe plac't n: | 
hen thro' her Heart the Wound directed preſt: 4 
th Gels end. Devens boon. het Ht WET 

or a black Hue the ripened Berry ſtains, 
ind in one Urn ſtill keep their mixt Remains, 
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ALLUSION 


ih Op E of Horace Book * 

By Mr. C—-m—t—- n.. % 
— 

HAT tender Youth en Bed of Roſes, | 

Celia in his Arms encloſes ; 

iden Treſſes round her flying, 

a her Breaſt's the Graces lying, 


is! ſuch Charms wou'd make a Ji © © 
are a vacant Throne above. 5 oli 


. 


And then delight to make it ſmart } 


"Ak! wretched me yhe ves did ery... 
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No artful Charms the Fair ſurround, he 7 
In Natutes' ſelf alone ſhes found: ill x 


But O! how will the Lover grieve 
When he finds Celia can deceive? 
Ve Gods! how will he curſe his Fate 
And 1 in vain when n e 


„ dt SELEL * Go. 441 1.4 4 - 4 14 


IIl. 


Amaz%- heell ſtand to ſee the Face, 
Which but a While was full of Grace, 
Cover'd with Storms: Juſt as the Tide 
Which foaming Billows ſwell with Pride, 
Great Gods now help if cer vou will 
since cruet*celta loves to Kill, * 


* 5 LY, — 
O! who voudd think this lovely Fair 
Cou'd triumph in a Man's Diſpair ? 
What Nymph cou'd trap a Lovers Heart 


O Heavens | this Celia ſhe can do 
rm. Al 


10 1 


40 e * 


Tho aeg Treachery geber khr 0, „ 
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Zut- ſince Tru pee my Danger Bis =" * "49% 
nd ſafely landed on the Shoar, pres * 
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| prace' 'S Fourth OD E, Book 1 


1 l nor? 

By the ſame. Khalyiogi'/ tid u 
\ amt, 21 K. walls” 3.) tos biste 
Harp Winter's Blaſts the grateful Spring expels, 
” And gentle Zephye now the Canvas ſwells, 
he thirſty Ship makes Uf her frozen Cain 
nd proudly rides along the briny Main. 
he brawny Plough-man hates the glowing Fire, 
d frisking Catrſe from their Stalls retire, _ ＋ 
o hoary Froſts dare nip the tender Head 
the fair Dazy, or the Fields o'erſpread. . 
Ir V aur now che joyful Choir heads, | 
d trips by Moon-Light round the fragrant | 
n'd by the Graces, and her Nymphs, who ahbe 
ith nimble Feer the yielding Earth to ſhake. | 
r ; | if 
Q3 1 
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Now crown your Heads with\Myrtle or with Flower, ut nc 
And briskly ſpend the preſent tempting Hours, / he E. 
Now ſacrifice your Lambs in ſhady' Groves, Obſcur 
Or Kids to Faunur which he beſt approves, ud fi 
For Death, who rules with an impartial Sway, Nor ne 
| $weeps King and Reggar equally away. 

Sextus, ſhort Life forbids us to extend 

Our growing Hopes beyond their deſtin'd End, 
Dark Night v ill ſeize, you, when by Force you'll g 
To viſit Plato and the Shades below. L 14 
Where once arriv'd, all carthly Joys are ceas'd ; 


You'll ne'er be choſe the Maſter of a Feaſt, Be! 
The lovely Bede you can't enjoy; Pty. 

Surviving Youths muſt preſs the tender Boy In fa 

Until his Vigour and. enchanting. Charms . 

Diſtract the Maids and ſet them all at Arms, - 0 

: | Inti eg! 4 1 a*igt | 'S: art 
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By a young GEenNTLeMAN in the Univerli ing 

BG. - 13 other Poets all their Art employ, wle 


To burn with hoſtile Flames ſome hapleſs Ty, WP 
Or trace their Heroes in a lofty Strain, 
Thro' feigned Mazes of the bloody Plain, 


Wa 
Duick a 
hril'd 
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And bring down Gods from Heay'n to combate Men 
Witch —_ 
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Haut no ſuch Themes my infant Muſe ſhall try; 
he Eagle ſoars not e'er ſhe learns to fly; | 

Obſcure a While ſhe ſhall in Valleys dwell, 

nd fing the Paſſion which I know too well; 
Nor needs ſhe bluſh to dwell in rural Scenes, 

nd, harmleſs, revel *mongſt the jovial Swains 
he Gods and Nympins poſſeſs the ſhady Grove, 
nd where's a fitter Place to fing of Love? 


ho can refuſe to tread on flow'ry Plains, 
nd yet has read immortal Maro's Strains ? 


Begin then Muſ e 


In fam'd Aead Plains there liv'd a Dame 

air as Helena 3 Chloe was her Name. 

ith Care peculiar Nature form'd the Maid, 

nd at her Feet their Stores the Graces laid, | | 

er flaxon Hair with wanton Ringlets flow'd, \ 

er lovely Checks with roſy Beauties glow'd, e 

er coral Lips white p:arly Teeth array'd, 

nd in her Eyes a thouſand chat, play'd ; 

ch pointed Look and Glance her Pow, r expreſi'd, 

nd ev'ry Limb ſome killing Charm poſſeſ d; 

o the fam'd Poroupine from ev'ry Part, "MN 
DOB ich kata SucceGs launches out a Dart, 5 


Sirephon beheld her Beauties, with Surprize, 

nd wander'd o'er her Form with Lovers Eyes; 

Nick as a Thought the pointed Light'ning came; 
A hril'd chro? hi Veh and ſer his Heart on flame; 


= 


Plung'd in Amaze and ſtung with pleafing Pain, You 
He try'd to - his . but * in vain. And Pi 
hilſt 
Thy nies She neee ende Genes And fi 

a Fan ſome Shade, or in ſome ſilent Bow 'r, 
Is wounded by an unexpected Dart, | Say £ 
It ſtarts aloft, rous d by the cutting Smart, I'm bla 


e 
| \ ſo hor 
No Go 


Nor ar 


And tries to wrench. the Arrow from its Heart, 
But ah in vaio ! it lies mongſt bleed ing Veins, 
Whilſt the tough Fleſh its bearded Point detains. 


I view * 

Thus Strephon burn'd with Love's impetuous Fire, Wk, ain 

His Soul was plung'd in Fury and Deſire, bs kno 
But all his Torment cou'd not Pity move, 

She ſcorn'd his Paſſion and diſdain'd his Love; The 


Whilſt the abandon'd Shepherd all alone 
Mongſt gloomy Thickets utter'd thus his r 


o hin 
he fee 
nd Ce 
But We 
nd In 
he Stc 
han t! 


Say ſhady Woods, he cry'd, ** eyv'ry Mes | 
Say ſolitary, conſcious Scenes of Love, 
If ever Maid ſuch cruel Hatred ſhow'd 


To one whoſe Boſom with ſuch Paſſions glow'd, 


The 1 
ou'd 1 
nd wi 
dud | 
nd m⸗ 


You, you! are conſcious to my racking Pain, 
Beneath your Tops whole Nights I've weeping lain, 
Whilſt Darkneſs ſpread his dampning Wings around, 
And all in Nature was in Slumbers drown'd, 
Except the mellancholly Moon, lefs pale than I, 
And nightly Ghoſts that glide in Silence by, 
And howling Wolves awak'd by Hunger's Pain, 
A far 4. Torment than what I ſuſtain! 


But wh 


Little h 


Yo! 


4 wenne 
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Or, a Colleftion" of Poems, e. 249 
You have beheld how I in vain adr , 
ind Pity, bending at her Feet, implor'd ; T4 


'hilſt cruel the, unhookid by Reaſon, frown'd, 
And fixt her Eyes, diſdainful! on the Ground. 


Say ſacred Pow'rs, what can her Hatred move, 
I'm blameleſs, ſure if tis no Fault to love. 
o horrid Crime my guiltleſs Hands has ſtain'd, 
No God has my audacions Tongue profan'd ; 
Nor am I ugly——in a Brook, this Day, 
I view'd my ſelf as on its Banks I lay: 
vain, 'tis becauſe you love, *cauſe you adore, 
he knows you're vanquiſh'd, and ſhell how her Power. 


The Brutes for Kindneſs, Kindnefs will repay ; =_ 
o him that loves them Birds will wing their Wer; | 
he feeding Spaniel licks his Maſters Feer ; = 
nd Cows give Milk to them that gave them Meat ; 9 
zut Women hate the Men who for them burn, L = 
nd Inhumanity for Love return : | | 1 
he Stones cou'd ſooner be with Rapoures fird, 
han they with Hoſpitality inſpir d. 


a” eo = 


The Toracian Orpheus cou'd the Rivers charm ; 
ou'd ſavage Lions of their Rage diſarm, MP. 
nd with ſoft Thoughts the Furies Boſoms warm: Y  Þ 
du'd pleaſe with Muſick, Cerberus in Hell, | 

nd make tormented Souls love their dark Manſions 


(well/” 
ut when he wes 'by-Bibihd aſſail d. 
Little his Lyre (that usd to charm) avail, - 


In 
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In vain its lovely, luckleſs Maſter ſtrove, 
Their barbfrous fatal Fury to remove, 

And he that lately charm'd tremendeous Hell, 
A Victim to relentleſs Females fell, 


o ſec 
rom 

No Y 
but ev 


But ha! ye Heav'ns! where wou'd my Fancy roy: 
What ſaid I, prompted by diſtracting Love? 


Ah! 
he h 
But al 


Ah lovely Nymph ! forgive a wretched Swain, Ire * 


Impute it all to Love's tormenting Pain; 
And beauteous Maid from thence let Pity move, 


f II f, 
And O let Pity ripen into Love. R 


For on 
For fir 
ou h 
Your ( 
Ur cor 
our 
O come my Chloe and be wholly mine, ind n 
You neter at your Condition ſhall repine ; our 1 
Ah Heavens how ſweet our Hours wou'd glid away, 
Each Day ſhou*d ſtill be as the Bridal-Day. 
My Fields wou'd fairer ſeem when you appear, ; 


O think my Chloe you offend juſt Heaven, 
(From whence that beauteous Form to you was given) 
In waſting thus the Charms that were deſign'd, 
To crown as well as conquer Humankind. 


My Forreſts wou'd a greener Liviry wear, 

And ſweeter Meads wou'd crown the happy Year, 
We wou'd at Noon retire unto the Grove, 

There tell a thouſand pretty Tales of Love, 
Whilſt Streams in Murmurs wou'd our Joy expreſs 
And Birds in ſweeter Notes vou d fing our Happineß: 
O how delightful wou*'d it be! in May, 

To ſee the Ruſticks reap the fragrant Hay, 


* 
fi 


Or, a Colleftion of a Poems, &c. _ 


o ſee our well fed Cattle, low ing come; | 
rom fruitful Meads, with ſtrutting Udders, Kn 
No Years, no Ages ſhou d impair my Love, 
But eviry Hour the Paſſion wou'd improve. 


Ah! with what pleaſing Fancies wou'd Defire | 
he hapleſs Lover's roving Mind inſpire ? 

But ah! unhappy Shepherd 'tis in vain 

To think ſhe'll quite her rigorous Diſdain. 


IN fated Strephon, Wretch, dear haſt thou paid, 
For one poor Sight of the too charming Maid. 
For fince innerving Love has reach'd your Breaſt, 

ou have forgot all Buſineſs and Reſt ; 

Your Cows unhcaded ofer the Mountains roam, 
Or come with empty Udders ever home; 

our Cocks unrear'd ly ſcatter'd ofer the Fields, 
\nd no fair Fruit your ruin'd Garden yields; 

our tender Groves by broufing Goats are ver d, 
\nd your neglected Hedge with Brambles i is n 


O Nymph tho' I muſt nefer poſſeſs your Chan 
ho' I muſt never claſp you in theſe Arms; 
et grant this Boon, the lateſt Boon Ill crave, 
Then I am dead, and you behold my Grave, 
orbear to ſmile do not upbraid my Clay, 
But with a pit'ing Eye look down and ſay; 
There breathleſs Strephon lies, a youthful Swain 
* By cruel Fates and am'rous Paſſions ſlain, 


rn 
i 
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* As blameleſs dies the Lilly, ſo he fell, 
„Quite innocent; but lov'd, alas! too well, 


The D AY chang d: 


WM 
POEM in blank VE RSI 
By a Bor in the Uaiverſi ity to his Governourt 


S Lydia, when her Heart is kind, appears 

Calm and unruffled, innocent and gay, 
Smooth like the Ocean unprovok'd by Winds, 
And pleaſant as a ſmiling Infant is: 
But, when offended at her Lover, frowns, 
Looks terrible, and threatneth endleſs Rage; 
Clouds broud upon the Brow before ſerene ; 
Tempeſts and Storms upon the Youth are pour, 
And fierce Diſdain ſucceeds the Joys of Love: 
Juſt ſo this Day, dear Sir, appear'd to me 


For when I roſe and wallcd along the Plains, ung 1m 
Wich pleaſing Wonder and Delight, I ſaw double 
0 Hail 


Tue Heaven all clear, and Nature in its pride: 
The tuneful Larks high in the tber ſoard, Rure t 


) 


Ul, 


Or, a Calaction of Poems, . WF: 


d other Birds play'd gladſom in the Woods. 


= 


ith Silver Sounds the murmuring Fountains ran, 


1nd lefſer Rills in ſweet Meanders flow. 

he wanton Fiſhes ſported in my View: 

ide their harmleſs nibling Flocks, I ſaw 

he careleſs Shepherds ply their imple Reeds. 
nile Aagrant Flowers enamel'd all the Plains, 
nd the high Hills array'd in native Green, 
ith venerable: Majeſty appear, 

he aged Trees their verdant Tops diſplay d 
nd pleaſing Groves a grateful Shade composd, 
he gentle Zephyrs fann'd the tender Leaves, 

nd warbling Muſick floated all around. 

ut, on a ſudden, when the glorious Sun, 


Nich direct Ray began to look abroad, 


Gloom of Clouds ofercaft the charming Skies 
nd from my Sight wrapt up the joyous Day. 
ift as a Thought, quick Lightnings, thro” the Air, 


zlanc'd terrible. Collected Vapours broke 


winged Fires, and with impetuous Courſe, 

lad numberleſs, and fing'd the Face of Natures 
on after theſe, . dread Peals of Thunder roulfd, 
wok all the Skies, and grumbled thro* the Air. 
he affrighted World before it  wou'd have fled, 

hile the whole Glob did tremble at the Sound. 
ouds claſh'd with Clauds, and Jowring Storms aboys 
ung imminent, and ſhadedꝭ all, beneath. -''  ; 
doubled Claps of Thunder. burſt, 2 ,Pafage,, "x oP 


0 Hail and Rain, the Artillery of SouTe*: ny 


ature that mild before, pox: lookd aghaft,. . 
— 


— —.— 


— ˙· 


thts, 
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Flowers hung their Heads, and Birds did 4 Fe theit 


Drench'd were the Fields, whilſt ev'ry Stream Wi 
Its verdant Banks, and bore the Dams away. 
Where late was Duſt, the rapid Torrents roul, What 
And all the Dunghills tumble down the Flood. re an 
Old Limbs of Trees from crackling Woods are ton Ive \ 


And flying Beaſts in Forreſts ſeek abode, r, ch 
An univerſal Uproar fill'd the World, ' docs cl 
And Heaven it ſelf put on its Winter Face. hate” 


Diſconſolate the whole Creation ſecm*d, 
And I, half drown*d, am juſt returned Home, 


But with a ready and aſpiring Mind, 
To ſhare the Bleſſings of the beſt Inſtruction, 


[ 


Sasa 


45 
PASTORAL ELEGY 
To the MEMORY of Mr, FOORDY Tu. 


No C 
That 1: 
The St; 
; faln, 


/ 


My J 


By a LApr. 
B E LI N D A, Ah! | 
Segen. ſee l where fair Evadne lies! hat ( 
Hark! How her Spirit vents it ſelf in Sighs? Petter £ 
Unheeded by her, on the craggy Rocks, han t. 


Obſerve her Cattle n and her Flocla. 
ED T 


Or, a Colleflion of Poems, '&. 255 


like it not Let us together go 
ind ask the Reaſon of her weighty Woe. 


CELIA. 


What means this Poſture, dear Evadae, ſay ? 

re any of your Lambkins made a Prey ? 

ave Midnight Thiefs your ſlender Fences broke ? 
r, choſen Heifers ſuffer'd by a Stroke ? 

does charming Strephon prove at laſt unkind ? 
hate'er it be, t ill eaſe, to tell your Mind. 


EVADNE, 


No Celia, no: It ſeems you have not heard 
MW hat late has hap'ned what ſo long we fear'd. 
The Star that ſhone too bright for feeble Eyes 
19 ; faln, and left us nought but cloudy Skies. 


' BELIND 4A, 
My Heart miſgives me ure no Swain is dead; 


EVADNE, 
The fair Alexis in the Graye is laid. 


CELIA, 


Ah! woful Subject! worthy your Diſtreſs. 2 
hat Grief is Grief that flows not to Exc  ' ] 
etter for us a thouſand Swains had dy'd 0 
han that chief Work of Nature been deftroy'd. 


ur 
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Since he is gone let Flocks and Cattle now / 
Wander at will, and be devoured too. 


Alexis was the Pride of all the Swains, 
And with him fled the Pleaſure of our Plains. 


hus w 
ur non 


Ind lef 


EVADN E, 


O, mighty Pan! who ſhall thy Works proclaim? 
Or, who, in tuneful Strains, record thy Name? 
Where is the Shepherd that can fill his Place, 

Be dear and uſeful as Alexis was? 

If Heav'ns high Truths he utter'd, how fincere, 
How moving all his Thoughts and Language were! 
He taught us what ro ſhun, and what purſue; 


Then 
o he e: 
ch me 
is Air 
n ſpite 
nd cal 


At once our Love and Rev'rence to him drew. Now | 
Now all his Maxims, as his Spirit, pure, now t 
Freſh in our Minds, our mournful Minds, occur. Wor whe 
low fw 
| BETIND A, nd not 
ue. ho can cer forget the Things he ſaid? N 
So true his Words, ſo well he did perſwade. 
Oft has he told us chat the Store we have, . 
All that from Heav'n in Bounty we receive, Ae 
Shou'd be improven to the Giver's Praiſe, We 
And, to its Spring, our Hearts, with Gladneſs, rail 8 


That for our Uſe the Paſture and the Field, 
The Hills and Woods, their various Products yiek 
That Time is fleet, and we muſt quickly go 


To bleſt yum, or the Dens of Woe, NY 
en 


0 
: 
4 
9 
N 
' 
1 
i 
' 
| 


re! 


1ſt, 


Or, a Coleftion of Poems, Cee. 257 
hus we were taught to live and die 7 
ur now our Guide is raviſh'd from our Sight, 


* 


ind left us wand ring in the pitchy Night. 


1 3114. 

Then fo good natur'd was the blooming Youth; 
o he excell'd in Honeſty and Truth, 

ch melting Charms attended on his Song, 

is Air ſo fine, ſo eloquent his Tongue; 


n ſpite of us, we cou'd not ccaſe to Love, 


nd call them Rocks Alexis did not move, 
EVADNE, 


Now envious Swains that ſcorn'd the Youth before 
now their Miſtake, and with his Friends deplore. 
or who can think how innocent he was, 


low ſweet his Sayings, and how good his Grace, 


nd not, with us, the dear Alexis mourn; 
„ laid in an untimely Urn? 


BELIND A, 


See ! where, in Crowds, they gather all around, 
ears in their Eyes, their Heads with cyyreſt crown'd 5 
heir outward Conduct tells their inward Care; 
ch Sorrow can "rn 


4114. 


No Wonder Nymphs and Swains their Los 6 
hen Beaſts and Birds have got the mournful Tale. 
R | -.— 


= WY. 4 * 4 z l 5 py «. 
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The cooing Turtles fly; their loved Seats, 
And mourn as if they loos'd their proper Mates, 
The Lamblcins blect, and weary Heifers low; 
No more their Cuds the heavy Oxen chow ; 
Upon the Hills the Goats are gone aſtray 
The Kids are willing to be 'miide a prey; 

No Voice is heard in all the feather'd Groves, 
But Nightltigales complaining of their Loves, 
The very Winds in' hollow Accents groan, 
Trees weep their Leaves, and wer is cy'ry Stone, 


Yet le 
nd mo 
rom ye 
nd, W 


ET 


BVADNE, 


Ah} who can tell the Pain and anxious Throw 
Which Amerylisr, his poor Widow, knows ? 
What Torture feels ſhe whom he loved beſt ? 
What briny Tears bedew her ſwelling Breaſt ? 


Lonely and. fad upon the Rock the lies, he ; 
Whilſt all the neighbouring Shepherds ſympathize, 
Vet all their Sorrows cannot rate their Loſs : B 


Tho" great's their Mourning, greater is their Croſs 
Poor is the Tribute of Condolence paid 


For him that's now in ſilent Ruin laid. wed 


Muſ 

hile, wi 

\BELIND A, e Scene 

Ah! what js 155 and Beauty, and a Name? e. 
From hence all earthly Glories pu diſclaim, = 
Since all the Toys which /Mortils fondly truſt, IM 3 a 


Like ihelr Poſſeſfors, wither! into Duſt- 


0», @ Colleftion of Poet, Nc. * 


vn fair Alen is in aity Shade, 
{is Charms are loſt, | and all his Grace fled. 


3414. 


Yet let us not be wilful in our rief 

id mourn his Fate who wants not bur Nelief: 
tom yon bright $tes he views us here below, 
nd, with kind Piry, wonders at our Woe, 


F. 


Eee ede 

BEPITHALAMIUM. 
ON 

he Marriage of a FRIE N p. 

By a Bor in his Fifteenth Naar. 


HE nuptial Day and genial Bed 1 fing 
Muſe ſoar aloft, and ſpread a daring Wings 
hile, with tranfporting Ardour, I purſue a 
e Scene of Bliſt, and all its Raptures view, 
t warbling Sens crown the tuneful Lay, | 
d infant Loves their roſy Sweets d iſplay; 1 
youthful'Glories file in every Line, BoA 
d all my Verſe with manly Luſtre ſhine. 7 


. * 


* 


3 


x | 
| 
| 

If 
[ 
| 
. 
] 
4 
5 
1 
1 
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Now purple Rays the gilded Skies adotn, e fi 
4 And, dawning into Bluſhes, paint the Mornz nd f 
W;-* BliGful Aurora rears her golden Head, 
3 And the more lovely Bride forſakes her Bed. Still 


Ten thouſand ſmiling Glories light her Eyes, 

| And, kindling into Flame, ſucceffive Riſe. 

4 * Unſullied Innocence her Beauty wears 

= / In all the ſpotleſs Sweets of tender Years, 

= So would deſcending Angels charm the Sight 
With heavenly Dreſs and pure Ztherial Light, 
A Train of charming Maidens crowd the Room, 


3 All fluch'd with dawning Charms and ſpringing Bloom weed 

* But ſhe amidſt the Crowd ſerenly ſhone: * 
$ Thus bluſhing Cynthia monnts her Azute Throne, "ERP 
* And, with Superior, radiant Glories, bright, tiles 
2 Improves the leſſer Stars, and gilds che Night. 


Fair as the Spring, ſhe looks ſurpaſſing Gay, 
And, with refulgent Charms, outſhines the Day; 
3 Enamour'd Zephyrs gently round her fly, 

| While ardent Youth in murm'ring Wiſhes figh, 

" Becauſe her awful Charms the ſame Acceſs deny, 
Her flow'ry Robes with ſplendid Tincture glow, 
And, thro' the Shade, a Heaven of Beauty ſhow, 
So the bright Ruler of the chearful Day, 

4 With downy Purple, gilds his Eaſtern Way, 

* A ſprightly Gleam ſhoots thro' the dusky Cloud, 

Tezat only ferves the dazling Flac to ſhrowd. 

And now the breathing Flute and tuneful Lyre 

Rouſe every ſlumb'ring Paſſion to Deſire: | 


Fa" 


Or, a Colbction of Poems, &c. 26r 
e future Bliſs beats high in every Vein, 
al feming and chro! her Love-fick len reign. 


Still with the Day her brigheniog Graces grow, N 
nd riſing Beauties on freſh Beauties glow. r 
he purple Blood flies te her flow'ry Face, | 
Lights up her Charms, and heightens every Grace. | 
Now in its Crimſon Luſtre ſhone the Roſe, 
nd now a baſhful White the Lilly ſhows, 

Now ſweetly blended, in her Cheeks, they ſtrive 
ith equal Bloom, and finiſh'd Beauties give, 


But ſee from far the purple Youth appears A 5 3 
dorn'd in all the Pride of manly Years! *, 


Smiles fit exulting on his awful Brow, I | , * 
And his fair Eyes a ſprightly Vigour ho-. 

ail bliGful Pair! with every Glory crown'd, © '' 8 

'3 Where ardent Love and brighteſt Charms are found. 2 : 


May ſmiling Graces deck the nuptial Bed; = 
nd with the Sweets of Love, the ſoft Retirement ſpread, 18 Ml 
May laughing Plenty ſpread his downy Wing, k 
nd all your Days be one unfading Spring ! 


-” 


E 


zut now the rapid Sun drives down the Day, 
ith ebbing Light adorhs his Weſtern Way, 
pon the Verge of Heaven, and plunges in the Sea, 
hile twinkling Veſper ſhoots a milder Light, * | 
nvites the Stars, and gilds the peaceful wen 
Now ſee the modeſt Fair! what Bluſhes riſe, - 
ary her Charms and ſparkle thro* her Eyes! 
R 3 


- 
IO * 
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Now Virgin Purity is wak'd wichin, 212 

And ſtartles at the diſtant Thought of Sin: 
Now ardent Flames the baſhful Fears deſtroy, 
And bear down all before the coming: Joy. 
Thus while retir'd, her 'fecrer Powers 'conyeen, - e the 


Appears the Bridegtoom mianly- and ſerene * e ſaid 
Gay tender Bluſhes check his awful" Face, ad ove 
Riſe in his Eyes, and ſoften every Grace, et ſhe 


At laſt with tender Force the weeping Maid Netz r 
13 to the mighty Scene of Joy convey's : 
BY. The downy Bed with fragrant Sweets is worn 
3 Diffuſing chearful Odours all around. 


.% A lofty Elm hefore the Window rew, ting 
EKRound which a curling Vine of pur pie Hue 1 
Had twin'd A am'rous, Folds, and' deekr the s = Ari 


With bluſhing. Clif and fair Ares 1 ys 


__ See harming Maid, the gay; che bliſeful sche, 
"oF Thus give 4 Loo to Pleaſure. and Delight, / 
WL Indulge the ſacred, ig, and crown the haypy Night, 


„Now all hor * every Gade Jpn 


Fhe Hyoet Confuſion. of their melting Hearts. 
Her Virgin. Hang. with eager Warmth he rakes 
1 ſoftly whylp'ring | thus the Silence breaks: 
"v 1 feel, my. Fair, I feel the ardent. Fire ! | 
4 e Gade how, gay the Maid! how ſtrong che fierce Neſit 
. wall I non engroſs thoſe, blogming Charme 


J 0 1 uy m Argus ? 


. 


Or, Aenne, . 6 
| e 
1, only thou, is Charmer Hall he mine 


elent my Fair! thus loſt in Tides of Joy, 
'hile ardent Flames the mighty Pleaſure tg 


Ne the. vain Barriers of gur Bliſs d 


: ſaidy his glowing Fire ecſtaty 
nd every Kiſs confeſſes how he -— Wig 


ur ſhe with downcaft. Eyes 'the Force withſtands, . 
tz. the Onſet, aud ayerts his Hand.. | 


Love, mighty Love, at, Length triumphant reigns, 
nd ſhgors the, ardent Warmph, they! , Her Verf 
dring 70 Jay, de fold him, in ber Am,, 
ves up Mieten ang, refigns, her Charms; , 


midſt tumultuous Bleflings thus they rowl, 
nd drink tne Pleaſure tp; their inmoſt Soul, 


aunch'd from the Shgar, thro” all the Seas they rove, 
40 e e oe Draughts of Love. 
1 29 D. NM. | 
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en 1 | | In th 


s L E E P. F 


We do 
| In Imitation of the Ea Of R—— 


in his Copy of Verſes on Nothing. Tho: 
f The m 
5 ene e e e ban 
1 AIL pow'rful Sleep! who on thy downy Breaſt, 
. Lull' buſy Mankind's careful Mind to Reſt, 


And to a wearied Soul of Balſom's art the beſt, 
: e 1 


1 | 

What (hor was we plainly find in thee, © 
Bound in thy filken Cords we're wholly free, 

And in thy Chains enjoy a perfect Liberty. 


III. 
Thou art the trueſt Emblem of our laſt, 
Thou often drown'ſt Remembrance of the paſt, 
And to a Man giv'ſt Eaſe, gn Rocks of Sorrow c 


Like Death thou bear'ſt an univerſal Sway, 
Monarchs as well as Slaves muſt you obey, 


: 130} : h 
Thou more than Yoars doſt reign ; De ales Da 


V. 


. 
#1 


0r, = d of Proms; te, WY | 
V. 


In this Thing too you widely diſagree, | : 
In it we no alternate Dawning ſee, * | G4 


We do decay by Death, aries onthe epics $4 


VI. 


Thou eanſt do all Things by thy foreive Charms 
The modeſt Maid of Coyneſs thon diſarms, 27 
And mak'ſt her glowing flie into her Lover's Arm. 


. V II. 


Thou canſt diſſolve the ſtony Heart to Tear 
And plunge the Chearful ina Sea of Cares, ö 
The boldeſt Hero fright, howe'er unus'd to Fears/ 


VIII. 


The Men from whom the Goods of Fortune fly, 
You with a bounteous Hand their Wants ſupply, 5 


Waking cho“ ſtarv d, flexping they ſwim in Luxurys 
IX. 3 
To 0 Man thou art à grateful Gueſt,, \ | 


When Storms of Grief his anxious Mind * * 1 
Thou calm'ſt the raging Sea, that foams W Is 


af 


X. Yeo N 


4 a at. * A 
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* 
Yet thou ſometimes art à proleptick Hell 
To thoſe vile Souls where, blackeſt Vill'nies dwell, 
You all their reſtleſ Dreams with horrid Fancies ſwell, 


XK 
Thou art the Storerhouſe to which all Men fly 
And draw. from thence the beſt, of Life's Supply, 


We. all, to live again, in thee do often. die, 
XII. 

Our Mother Nature firſt did give us ſource, vet » 
But thou doſt fauſter us in this our Courſe, ercing 
And: keep ſt us longer free from Death's invading Pom ö tre 

XIII. 

Wen our bright Lamp is ready to exgite, = LS 

Thou often add'ſt freſh Fewl to the Fire, | 


Thou art the ſound Man's Joy and the ſicl Man's De lone ga 


XIV, 
For when grim Death vould vat our Squls a0 j 


Thou cheat'ſt the longing Tyrant of his P prey, 
And by a Drop of Night bring ſt forth a Flood of D 


Th' A 
The Wa 
nd gra 


xv. 


Or, a coleſtiom of Poems, & Wh 
XV. 

Nor do our Hours, when ſpent in thee, ly waſte, = 

f the Pierian Spring the Poets taſke, 016 2 

„ Nad with the ſacred Nine luxuriantly do feaſt, 


XVI. 


fTho' o'er the Soul the Body caſts a Fog, | | 
Por can it ſoar wich fuch a lumpiſh Clog, 


hus is the Eagle check'd, chain'd to 4 heavy Log. 
11 
XVII. | 

Yet when, ſet free bx thee it mounts 2 Skies, .. 


icrcing, ch? oppoſing Miſt it ypwards flies, 
nd treads the ſtary Coaſt before the Body dies, 


— 


XVIII. 


But this great Privilege is not allow'd, 
y thee, unto the vulgar. profane Crowd, 
(one gain this Bliſs who e rot to the Muſes bow id, 


i 


XIX. 
ru. Aſtronomer in thee draws wand'rous Scheme, 
De Warrior by himſelf whole Legions tames, | HS 

nd graſps at Night the e at which by Day le | "1 
(aims, | 4 

x g 

XX. Ay 4 I 
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As thou the Mind canſt with Ideas fill, 
So all our roving Thoughts you ſometimes Mill, 
Whether we dream or not is at thy ſoy'reign Wil. 


am +4; 


XXI. 


Thoſe toilſome Minds which ſtir about for Gain, 
Nothing but you can force them to refrain, 
Its thou alone that giv'ſt 2 Reſpite to their Pain, 


1 
* 


AA 


The Merchant's Trade, the Lawyer's Oratry, 
| The Stateſman's Schemes, the Soldier's Bravery 
Are often at an End, and wholly huſh'd in thee, 


AN 


E 


* 
1 

Whe 
And 1 


The 


814 
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Or, a Collettion of Poems, A 6g, | 
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_ E my Soul, of earthly Joys! 
Thou ſeeſt the choiceſt Pleaſure here, 

When oft repeated, ſours and cloys, 
And nothing can be taſted that's ſincere. 


. er 
The brighteſt Things below the Sky 
; Bur fatter and deceive the Mind: 
And ſoon the ſweeteſt Objects dy, 
Which moſt we value, and eſtcem reſin'd. [ | 


. 
The humble Grounds. where Sorrows grow, 
And true Delight can never be, 
No more ſhall charm my Spirits now, | 
Nor make a willing Proſtitute of e. 


TS. 6. 
There is a Latid above the Stars, | 
(Where my young- Mirchell has his Home) 


”"_ IS af 4 2 
n 1 = i 
; wt : \ : 
F * g 


” ts A n Bea 25 * 


les Joys are free from Guile and Snares, LETS) 
No Grief nor 'Danger near its Jed come, 


N Mou 


| £2 | ö ; 7 
4 Th Eternal there has fix'd his Throne, 
Which Angels in their Ranks ſurround 
* Before it ſhining Saints are prone, 

And all the Roofs with Hallelajabs ſound. 


I ſee 

Preys ef? LEE [5% An 

0 £ Vi. g N ”y T lon 

The Sun and Moon are uſtleſs there: nd yi 
A greater and more hallow'd Light 
For ever gilds the Hemiſphere, | | 


And wines the Soul, as well mens Hotel 


4 i," | 8 


Heav'n's native-Rays with Splendour ſhine, 
The Glory ſpreads thro' endleſs Space, 
Eo No Bounds the rapt'rous Bliſs confine, 
No Time divides the Seaſons of the Place. 


6 vrt. ü 
Tue Joy in full perfection flows, oft 
F. And glides in mighty; Circles round; 


True Peace no Iaterruption knows, .. 
And en and Tromſporrs Aill abound. 
* 


IX. out 
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| a Colleftion of Poems, & ' Wf* 
Or, a | » © ' T-2 
- - | 5 * > 
: #4 * 
IX. e 


Mount to the Hill where Moſes ſtood, A 
And view, my Soul, the Landskip or ?) 
You'll ſcorn the Fears of Jordan's Flood. 
hen you by Faith yon Canaan's Land explore, 


Rs... 
= 


X. "SS 
I ſee the diſtant dazling Light, : 1 
And now I feel my Spirits riſe: 


1 long, I pant to wing my Flight, . 
nd view the Land with unbeclouded Eyes, '4 


xt. - 
My Soul almoſt forſakes its Clay, 
And ſcorns to dwell with mortal Worms 


It claims a Place, and ſoars away * 
o join above its own cogenial Form. % | 


| X11, "HTS 
Fly, lazy Time, and headlong roub _ | . 
My weary Life unto an End: b 
Angelick Bands, receive my Soul, | | 2 
ad bear it up to join my happy Friend. Y #0 


d * 
—- 


The End of the Fiſt Volume: 
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